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I. 

" ©«r $ti\tt. tofcitfc art in futon." 

" Oh ! as I said before, it's all a matter of 
opinion. I think it a man's duty to attend 
to his business, and get his children well oil 
in the world/' observed Goldie, the fruiterer, 
as the baker's wife handed to him a bag of 
captain's biscuits from behind her counter. 
" We must look to our advantage in this life, 
Mrs. Winter." 

u Ay, and in the next also," replied the 
woman quietly. Then bending over the coun- 
ter to a little flaxen-haired girl who had just 
entered the shop, " And what do you want, 
my dear ?" she said. 

" Please for twopenny-worth of sweet bis- 
cuits, three for a penny," answered the child. 

Mrs. Winter slowly plunged her hand into 
one of the neat glass jars which, carefully 
1* 
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6 WALTER binning: 

labeled with their various contents, adorned 
the front of her window. Mrs. Winter was a 
pattern of neatness, even to precision, her cap 
was ever of faultless white, her panes were as 
clean as hands could make them, not a crumb 
was ever suffered to rest on her counter, and 
her name over the door shone in bright gilt 
letters that might have been worthy of a shop 
in London. Precise and formal as some peo- 
ple deemed her, Mrs. Winter was a kind- 
hearted woman too ; much warm feeling lay- 
under a stiff, cold manner, combined with a 
large share of good common sense. She had 
never been blessed with children, and her hus- 
band, though in some respects a worthy, 
honest man, kept his hands so tightly over 
his purse strings, as to gain for the couple a 
character of penuriousness, which was un- 
deserved by his wife. Notwithstanding this, 
many were the stale loaves which found their 
way to some poor man's home, and many were 
the nights which Mrs. Winter had given to 
watching the sickbed of a neighbour. 
While the baker's wife was drawing forth 
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THE ADOPTED SON. 7 

the biscuits, Goldie entered into conversation 
with the little girl. 

" So you're going to have a treat for once 
in a way, Nelly Viner. You don't trouble 
Mrs. Winter often for sweet biscuits, I should 
say." 

" My new brother is coming home to-day/' 
replied the child with a beaming look of 
pleasure. 

" Tour new brother ! who's he ?" 

" I do not exactly know, sir ; but he is 
some one that we are to love, and be kind to. 
I shall be so glad to have a brother !" 

" I should have thought," said Goldie in a 
careless manner, " that Viner had enough to 
do to look after his own, without adopting 
the children of other people. Do you know 
who this boy is, Mrs. Winter ?" 

" I know that his name is Walter Binning, 
the son, I suppose, of some friend." 

" A friend ! never were you more mistaken 
in your life. Why that's the name of the 
man who almost ruined Viner — a heartless, 
unprincipled — ." 
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8 WALTER binning: 

Mrs. Winter glanced at the little girl, and 
put her finger on her lips. She placed the 
biscuits before Nelly, but Nelly lingered. " Are 
those not what you wished ?" said the baker's 
wife, noticing the child's look of hesitation. 

" Yes, but you have given me seven, and I 
have only paid for six/' replied the little one, 
looking artlessly up in her face. 

" Now if that isn't like her father !" ex- 
claimed Groldie, bursting into a loud laugh ; 
" I could have known her for his child all the 
world over ! Don't you know, little simple- 
ton, that seven are better than six ?" 

" I thought that Mrs. Winter had made a 
mistake," replied the child, not liking the 
laugh, though she could not have told why. 

" I think that it's you who made the mis- 
take," said Goldie, laughing again. "Tell 
me, does not your father keep sugar plums as 
well as cabbages ?" 

" Yes," replied Nelly, " and very nice ones." 

" Very nice ; oh ! I daresay that you know 
that pretty well. How many do You eat, my 
little maid ?" 
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THE ADOPTED SON. 9 

" Father gives me a brandy ball every Sun- 
day, or sometimes a piece of pink rock," said 
Nelly, smiling. 

"Oh! that's what he gives, but what do 
you take ?" asked the fruiterer, chucking her 
under the chin. 

" I take what he gives. I don't know what 
you mean," said the little girl, looking be- 
wildered. 

" Simpleton !" muttered G-oldie, glancing 
with a knowing smile at Mrs. Winter, but 
Mrs. Winter did not return the smile. " You 
never help yourself/' he continued to Nelly, 
" never manage to taste a sugar-plum when 
father's back is turned ?" 

The child's face flushed crimson, she shrank 
back from his touch, looked fall into his fece 
with her open blue eyes, and seemed to feel it 
unnecessary to say " no 1" 

" Nelly is brought up in the fear of God," 
observed Mrs. Winter, " and knows that it 
would be better to touch live coals than any 
thing dishonestly gained. Go home with your 
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10 WALTER BINNING ! 

seven biscuits, my good little girl, and make 
ready to welcome your new brother." 

As soon as Nelly had left the shop, Groldie 
exclaimed, "Well, I always thought that 
Viner was a little mad, but I never imagined 
that ever he would do any thing half so wild 
as this t Is he really going to adopt the son 
of Walter Binning ?" 

" What do you know of the man ? w in- 
quired Mrs. Winter. 

" Know ! why I know that he has been the 
worst enemy that ever Viner had. He was some 
distant relation of his, I fancy, and was for- 
ever getting him into one trouble or another. 
Viner was once, I have heard, in very good 
business here — that was before I set up my 
shop opposite — and what first pulled him 
down, and half ruined the poor man, was be- 
coming security for this Binning. What 
might have been expected, happened ; the 
rogue made off, and left his simple friend to 
pay. Ha ! ha ! ha ! and now, like an honest 
man, discharges his debt by making him a 
present of his son !" 
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THE ADOPTED BON. 11 

" I heard that the boy's father was absent 
beyond seas/' said the baker's wife. 

" To be sure, that means l sent out of his 
country for his country's good.' I remember 
it now, Walter Binning was transported for 
seven years for theft ! I wish Viner joy of 
the hopeful youth that he is going to adopt ! 
he may not find him quite so apt a pupil as lit- 
tle Nelly. The child of a thief is not likely to 
be a saint. If the father half ruined poor 
honest Viner, perhaps the son may finish the 
business !" and so saying, with a nod to the 
good woman of the shop, Goldie took up his 
bag and went out. 

The village in which our scene is laid, was 
one situated by the sea-side, which had not 
yet grown into a town, though already a 
favorite resort of those who wished fur sea 
breezes and quiet. It had, like other water- 
ing places, its boats and its bathing-machines ; 
fishermen spread out their nets on the shin- 
gles ; donkeys, ready saddled, stood in a row 
prepared to carry visitors along the white 
chalky road, or the long line of smooth brown 
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12 WALTER binning: 

sand which was left wet and shining when the 
tide went down. 

E boasted a small circulating library, 

consisting of little but old soiled novels, and 
a reading-room with benches in front, which 
were often occupied in summer by lady visi- 
tors, who, protected from the glare by pftrasols 
and broad-brimmed straw-hats, amused them- 
selves with their knitting or their book, while 
enjoying the fresh air from the sea. 

E at the time at which my story com- 
mences, was little more than one narrow 
street, on each side of which small shops of- 
fered the necessaries of life, and in spring 
on the upper windows of most of them the 
words, "Lodgings to let," announced their 
preparation to receive visitors. Of these 
small shops, one of the smallest and poorest 
in appearance, was that on which was seen 
the name of Viner. It had a little wooden 
gate instead of a door, and it seemed that 
its owner could not entirely depend uJ>oa his 
profits from the rows of onions, bunches of 
carrots, or baskets of beans which covered his 
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THE ABOPTED SON. 13 

board, for little bottles .of sweetmeats as well 
as of nuts were ranged along a shelf in his 
shop, with a string of balls of twine hanging 
from the top, and a small supply of writing- 
paper in one corner, which was usually sold 
by the sheet, not the quire. 

So small and unpretending was the shop, 
— such a contrast to G-oldie's large gay one 
opposite — that visitors seldom thought of en- 
tering to buy, and it was chiefly frequented 
by the people of the village, who knew the 
character of the man who kept it, and who 
never doubted, when they purchased a basket 
of fruit from Viner, that the lower ones were 
as good as those at the top. 

In this shop now stood Nelly with her 
father, awaiting the arrival of their expected 
guest. Viner was a man still in the prime 
of life, though care and poverty had made 
him look older than he really was, and had 
streaked his hair with many a bright silver 
line. But the expression of his face was 
serene, even happy, especially when he looked 

upon his darling only child, the image of a 
2 
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14 WALTER binning: 

wife whom he had. tenderly loved, and for 
whom he had mourned, — but not as one withr- 
out hope. * 

"And now remember one thing, my dar- 
ling," he said, laying his hand gently upon 
her head, " you must never speak to Walter 
about his father." 

" But you love to speak about mother, and 
to take me to her grave, and to show me all 
the places that she marked in her Bible ; if 
Walter's father has died and gone to heaven, 
he will like to speak about him too." 

"You must not ask my reasons, Nelly, 
but obey my wishes. Ah !" thought the be- 
reaved husband, as he recalled his own heavy 
loss, " how much sadder a thing is sin than 
death !" 

Nelly stood thoughtfully for a moment, as 
if pondering over the words of her parent, 
then looked up with a grave expression on 
her usually merry little face as she said, 
" Oh ! I remember now what I heard at Mrs. 
.Winter's." 

" What did you hear, my child ?" 
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THE ADOPTED SON. 1$ 

" Something about Walter's father, some- 
thing very bad — it was Mr. Goldie who said 
it — you know when he spoke aloud, I could 
not help hearing — but Mrs. Winter put her 
finger to her lips." 

" I am very sorry that Mr. Goldie should 
say any thing, or know any thing about the 
matter. You, at any rate, must take no 
notice of it. It is no fault of poor Walter's 
that he has been unhappy in his parent." 

" Father," said Nelly, her own joyous ex- 
pression returning, as she laid her little hand 
upon Viner's arm, and looked up fall into his 
fece, " will not you be a father to Walter ? 
He shall be your son, and my brother too, 
and we shall all be so happy together V 

Viner only replied by a smile, and the 
child continued — "Mr. Goldie said a word 
which I thought meant that, something about 
your ad — I can not just remember the word." 

"Adopting, I suppose." 

" Yes, that was it exactly ! I think," ad- 
ded Nelly,~ with a graver air, " that there is 
some word like that in the Bible." 
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16 WALTER binning: 

" There is, my Nelly, and a blessed word it 
is ; all Christians are the adopted children of 
God ; it is from His gracious adoption alone 
that we dare to address Him as ' Our Father, 
which art in Heaven. 9 " 

" To adopt is to take some other person's 
child, and call it your own, and love it as 
your own, and feed it, and care for it, as 
you will for Walter. Am I not right ?" said 
Nelly. 

" Quite right," replied Viner, stroking her 
fair hair. 

" And if God adopts us He will love us, and 
watch over us, and take care of us as long as 
we live, and take us home to Himself when 
we die ! But were we ever any one's children 
but God's ?" 

" We were by nature, my Nelly, the chil- 
dren of wrath. Adam, our first father, had 
offended the Lord, and we are bor£ into the 
world with a nature like his, bearing his sin- 
ful likeness, even as Walter Binning bears 
the name of his father. Man was not only a 
stranger to, but a rebel against God — he had 
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THE ADOPTED SON. 17 

* 

no right to expect any thing but punishment 
and pain from the hand of his offended 
Maker." 

" And yet the Lord adopted him, and made 
hfm His son !" 

" Yes, that mercy beyond all we could ask 
for, or hope, was one of the blessings pur- 
chased for us by the death of the Saviour. 
It was as though the Lord Jesus had laid 
His pierced hand upon the sinner, and had 
led him to the feet of His Father, and that 
the Almighty, for the sake of His crucified 
Son, had deigned to receive the unworthy sin- 
tier, and make him His own child forever !" 

" Then if we are God's children/' exclaimed 
Nelly, "we must all be brothers and sisters 
to one another/' 

" It is so," replied Viner, earnestly, "though 
in our selfishness and pride we too often forget 
it. Those who love their Father in heaven, 
will love His children on earth also, and form 
one blessed family of love." 

"I never thought before," said Nelly 
thoughtfully, "when I repeated the Lord's 
2* 
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18 WALTER binning: 

Prayer, why I should say Our F&ther, instead 
of My Father: but now I will try to remem- 
ber every time, that I am on* of a great 
family of love I" 

Few more words passed between Viner and 
his daughter, until Nelly suddenly exclaimed, 
" Who is that stranger-boy coming this way 
with a bundle hanging by a stick over his 
shoulder, who looks up at the name over every 
shop, and seems so tired and sad ? Father, 
do you think that this can be Walter ?" 

It was Walter indeed, the convict's son, 
who now received from Viner such a kindly 
welcome as the true Christian gives to the 
unfortunate. Walter appeared, from his 
height, to be a boy of about ten years of 
age, but the expression of his sharpened care- 
worn features, made him look much older ; it 
was not the expression of a child. There was 
at first a restlessness in his manner, as of 
one ready to take either offense or alarm, 
which gave Nelly a curious impression that 
he was like some wild creature that had been 
hunted. He usually fixed bis eyes on the 
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THE ADOPTED SON. 19 

ground, and when he raised them, it was not 
with the straight-forward look of a boy who 
has nothing to conceal or to fear. Poor out- 
cast ! the remembrance of his father's shame 
hung like a heavy cloud over him ; the first 
fresh flow of youthful feelings had been 
checked at the spring ; he was inclined to sus- 
pect others, and to feel himself suspected. 

He could not, however, resist the influence 
of the unaffected kindliness which he met with 
from Viner and his little daughter. The best 
food at the simple meal was placed on his plate, 
there was consideration for his feelings, and 
attention to his comfort, in every thing that 
was said or done. His chilled heart beg$n to 
warm under the power of kindness, gradually 
his manner appeared less shy, he became less 
silent and sad, and before the evening was 
over, was ready to smile, and even laugh at 
the playful words of Nelly. 

The hour arrived for evening prayer. Every 
thing else was laid aside, and the large Bible, 
the treasure of many generations, on whose 
blank page many family names were writteii 
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20 WALTER binning: 

— some so pale with age that thejr could scarce- 
ly be read — was reverently placed upon the 
table. To evening meeting for prayer, Wal- 
ter had, till jiow, been entirely a stranger. 
He was not altogether ignorant on the subject 
of religion ; in the strange unsettled life which 
Jie had led in London with his father, he had 
met with a variety of characters, and gathered 
up knowledge upon many different subjects, 
but there was nothing clear, nothing defined, 
nothing holy. Yet it was with no irreverent 
manner that Walter listened to the Word of 
God, or the prayer from the lips of his bene- 
factor. The conduct of Viner insensibly con- 
nectpd in his mind Mndness and goodness with 
piety ; and gratitude toward man seemed 
likely to be. the first step to raise him toward 
gratitude to a higher Being. 

When Nelly had received her father's even- 
ing kiss and blessing, and had bidden a kind 
good-night to her new brother, Viner led his 
guest from his parlor into his small* shop, 
and kindly laying his hand on his shoulder, 
explained to him what his duties would be. 

Digitized by CjOOQLC 



THE ADOPTED SON. 21 

Viner had not forgotten that' hoys are liable 
to temptation, that a youth brought up as 
Walter had been would above all be likely to 
yield to temptation — he would neither ask 
nor expect much. 

" I know," said he, smiling, as he pointed 
to the sweetmeats, " that things such as these 
are liked by most young people, so you have 
my permission to take some, Walter ; I have 
no objection to that. You will remember, at 
the same time, that you are living with a 
poor man, with one who can not afford to give 
his family all the enjoyments that might be 
wished, so that I am sure that you will not 
take too much." 

A little color came to Walter's pale cheek, 
it was so new a thing to be trusted. But »a 
generous feeling was awakened in his breast, 
and as he pressed the hand held out to him, 
he silently resolved that Viner never should 
have cause to repent having confided in his 
honor. 

" And now, my dear boy, I have but one 
thing more to add before we part for the night. 
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22 WALTER BINNING. 

You will help me in my business, afid mAfce 
yourself pseful. No good boy would wish to 
• eat the bread of idleness ; but I receive you 
into my house as one of my family, and as 
long as you do nothing to forfeit the name, I 
shall regard and treat you as my son/' 

Oh ! how many a wanderer would be re- 
claimed, how many a prodigal led back to his 
home, if those who call themselves Christians, 
instead of shrinking from the outcast, and 
stamping him at once with the character of 
guilt, would seek to draw out the nobler feel- 
ings of a heart not yet seared and hardened t 
God be praised, there are yet some who, like 
their Saviour, go forth to seek and save that 
which was lost, and the child of the thief, and 
the young thief himself, are taught the path 
which leads to holiness and to Thee— 
" Our Father which art in Heaven l" 



y Google 



IL 

"f all0totfc &t %\i $tem<." 

There was a good deal of curiosity in the 
village to see the convict's boy whom Viner 
had adopted, and to know the result of his 
dangerous experiment, his romantic benevo- 
lence, as it was called. Nowhere was this 
curiosity stronger than in the home of Goldie, 
whose large handsome shop, as I before men- 
tioned, stood opposite to the humble dwelling 
of Viner. 

As Goldie and his family will often appear 
in the course of my tale, I may as well give 
here at once an introduction to them all. 

A finer family than that of Goldie, the 
fruiterer, was not to be found in the village of 

E . His three sons, when young children, 

constantly attracted the notice of visitors by 
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their uncommon beauty — a painter of emi- 
nence had introduced their likeness into one 
of his pictures as cherubs, and the praises lav- 
ished upon them by strangers fostered the 
pride of their fond mother, who believed that 
her boys, especially Ned the youngest, were 
not to be equaled by any children in En- 
land. 

As they grew older, Aleck, the first-born, 
displayed so much talent, that Goldie, per- 
suaded that he wanted nothing but a good 
education to place him in the highway to for- 
tune and fame, made every effort, scraped to- 
gether all his gains, denied himself and family 
many comforts, to send him to a school where 
he might be with gentlemen's sons, and acquire 
the knowledge necessary for getting on in the 
world. Getting on in the world was a favorite 
expression of Goldie's, and to judge both by 
his conduct, and his advice to his children, it 
appeared that to him it comprised the chief 
— I had almost said the only object in life. 
Yet Goldie did not consider himself exactly 
an irreligious man. He had no objection to, 
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piety as long as it did not interfere with profit, 
spoke very decidedly about upholding the 
church, sometimes attended divine service 
himself when some one else would look after 
the shop, which he kept open on Sunday as 
usual, and kept a large handsome Bible in his 
parlor, which he never read or even opened. 

His wife's character was of a different stamp. 
Mrs. Goldie was not hardened in worldliness 
— with another husband she might have ap- 
peared a religious woman. When God's day 
was profaned, and His commandments dis- 
obeyed, she had a secret suspicion that all was 
not right She regularly went to church, and 
what she heard there often sent her home 
with an uneasy conscience. She was a deli- 
cate woman too, and in hours of sickness was 
often visited by scruples and fears. But her 
husband laughed at them, and she struggled 
against them, was contented to try to think 
them foolish and weak; and while, Uke 
Agrippa, almost a Christian in conviction, was 
never ready to step over the border line and 
take up the cross in earnest. She had just 
3 

' Digitized by GoOgle 



26 WALTER binning: 

religion enough to make her uneasy, and that, 
if constantly resisted or neglected, is not the 
religion which can "bring us to heaven. 

Mrs. Goldie loved her sons, she idolized Ned, 
her whole heart seemed wrapt up in the boy. 
No wish so unreasonable but it must be 
granted, no fault so glaring but it must be 
overlooked ; she found an excuse for every 
error. It is true that Mrs. Goldie would 
rather that her sons had chosen, other com- 
panions than such as those whose society she 
feared did them no good ; she had rather that 
they had sometimes read the Bibles with 
which she had provided them, instead of 
the cheap novels that were constantly lying 
about their rooms ; — she had rather that Mat 
and Ned had not sat up gambling till mid- 
night, but she never made a hearty effort to 
change any thing that was amiss. " It was 
natural that boys should like amusement," 
she said — and with her it is natural almost 
stood instead of it is right Her sons knew 
nothing of a mother's gentle training, earnest 
entreaties, affectionate reproofs. She had not 
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watched over them, prayed for them, sought 
to win them to God, and any affection that 
they might bear their mother was unmixed 
either with obedience or respect. 

To such a family as this it is no wonder that 
the adoption by Viner of the son of a con- 
vict, the son of a man who had greatly 
wronged him, appeared an act of extraordi- 
nary folly. While Walter and his little com- 
panion Nelly were engaged in laying vegetables, 
preparing the shop, and disposing of beans 
and potatoes to fishermen's wives, or sweet- 
meats to bareheaded children who had but 
one copper piece to lay upon the counter, 
their neighbors on the opposite side of the 
street were passing many a joke at his ex- 
pense. 

" That boy there don't know how to shell 
pease \" said Mat. 

" Depend on't he knows precious well how 
to eat them," laughed Ned. 

" Td not be a peach or a plum in his way," 
said the first speaker, " if poor Viner adorned 
his board with such dainties, but the tempta- 

*■ 
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tion of raw carrots might be withstood, ha ! 
ha ! ha !" 

. " You forget the pink rock and the lolly- 
pop !" * iclaimed Ned. 

u " tr *, t) good man will find his stock 
going remarkably cheap — at an alarming sac- 
rifice — as they advertise in the London shops." 

" I must just step over and have a fling at 
the chap before the old Methodist comes back 
to the rescue — I see him turning the corner 
with a basket of greens — and somehow or 
other I can never crack a good joke before 
him." Strange as it may appear, notwith- 
standing his poverty, notwithstanding the 
ridicule lavished upon him during his absence, 
there was something about Viner which com- 
manded respect, and even those willful unruly 
lads would have felt ashamed of being imper- 
tinent to him. 

The shyness of Walter had entirely worn 
off toward Nelly ; her kindness pleased, her 
prattle amused him, he felt her society like a . 
fresh breeze of spring ; it was a delight to him 
to look on her as a little sister. It was only 
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necessity, however, which made Viner leave 
them so long alone together, for he intended 
carefully to watch the character of his adopted 
son, and let him have little intercourse with 
his child, except in his own presence, until he 
knew that she could learn no evil from her 
companion. As soon, therefore, as his neces- 
sary business was finished, he hastened back ' 
to his home. 

Full of mischievous fun, Ned, followed by 
Mat, ran across the road to Viner's little shop. 

" I say,~ cried he, " ha,ve you any string ?" 
Walter glanced at Nelly, then following the 
direction of her eye, jumped upon the counter 
to reach the balls of twine which were amongst 
the articles sold in the shop. 

" What's the price ?" said Ned, with a 
laughing expression in his eye. 

Prompted by the child, Walter answered 
"A penny a ball." 

" That's too much, hemp's cheap— I thought 

that you would know the way of getting that 

without paying for it at all ! I say Nelly," 

continued the merry boy, without appearing 

3* 
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to notice the cloud gathering on Walter's 
brow, " how long is it since your father has 
kept forbidden fruit here ?" 

" Forbidden fruit/' replied the child, giving 
an inquiring glance around her — " I did not 
know that father kept forbidden fruit. What 
- is it ?" 

* " Such as drops from the gallows tree," 
cried Ned, and with a loud insulting laugh 
the two boys ran off just as Viner entered the 
place. 

" He meant to insult me," exclaimed Wal- 
ter, with a loud oath. 

Nelly was shocked and astonished, and 
looked at her father. 

"Walter," said Viner calmly but firmly, 
"I never permit an oath under my roof; we 
have this day uttered the prayer, Hallowed 
be Thy name, and heavy is our guilt if we pro- 
fane that name." 

" I only spoke thoughtlessly," said Walter, 
looking rather sullen, " one cannot be always 
considering one's words." 

" And yet the Lord Himself hath declared 
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that by our words we should be justified, and 
by our words condemned ; and that for every 
idle word that men should speak, i they 
should give account in the awful day ot 
judgment !' " 

" But some men never open their lips with- 
out an oath ; not only the poor and ignorant, 
but the rich and great. It seems to give such 
force to what a man says, and it grows such a 
strong habit that one scarcely can break it. 
Nelly would not have looked so much shocked 
as she did just now, if she had seen a little 
more of the world, as I have." 

"We shall not be judged by what the 
world does, or by what the world thinks," said 
Viner, " but by the Word of Him who hath 
said, Swear not at all. It has always appear- 
ed to me," continued Viner, " that swearing 
is one of the most unaccountable of sins. We 
can well imagine how the poor man is tempt- 
ed to steal, the timid to lie, or the self-indul- 
gent to exceed — but for swearing there appears 
not the shadow of a cause ; heaven is risked, 
and nothing is gained, the Almighty is offend- 

' Digitized by GoOgle 



32 WALTER binning: 

ed, a crime is committed of which no result 
remains but its terrible record on the Book 
which shall be opened and read one day, be- 
fore the angels and archangels of heaven !" 

Walter's sullen look had passed away, his 
better feelings struggled with his pride ; " I 
will try never to utter an oath again, at least 
before you, whom I respect/' said he. 

" Whom you respect ! a poor sinful crea- 
ture of dust ; and yet you would utter it be- 
fore the eternal God, who created the lips, 
who gave the breath which you employ in 
mocking His command I" 

" I will never take God's name in vain," 
said Walter. 

" God bless you, my dear boy, for that good 
resolution, and give you His Holy Spirit, that 
you may be enabled to keep it." 

" I do not think that I shall find it very- 
difficult," said Walter, who was not accus- 
tomed to doubt the power of his own will — 
who having struggled but little with his sins, 
had yet to learn his own weakness. 

" More difficult maybe than you think," re- 
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plied Viner. "Perhaps you are not aware 
how many times this day you may have take j 
that holy name in vain." 

" Never but once !" said Walter, quickly. 

" Oh !" exclaimed little Nelly, involuntarily. 

"When?" said Walter, turning towards 
her, but Nelly did not look inclined to reply. 
" When ?" repeated Walter, impatiently, 
" when did I take God's name in vain ?" 

The little girl hesitated, afraid of offend- 
ing, yet accustomed to speak out the truth ; 
then timidly said, looking down on the floor, 
" Ton know, Walter, that when you talk with 
me, you often begin with 'Lord ! or God bless 
my soul !' or you say ' the Lord knows/ when 
really I do not think, I am afraid, that you 
are not considering at all what you are saying." 

Vinar was not yet aware of this habit in 
Walter, for the boy had been shy and reserved 
in his presence, and had not spoken out so 
freely before him, as when alone with his 
gentle little daughter. 

Walter colored, and tried to laugh. " You 
are very precise," said he. 
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" I hope that I have not made you vexed 
with me/' whispered Nelly, drawing nearer to 
him, and laying her small hand on his ; "I 
hope that I have not said anything unkind/' 

" No, no," replied Walter, hastily, " 1 dare 
say that you are all right — but these things 
are so new to me — I never thought at all 
of them before. You can hardly imagine 
how different I am from you — you have never' 
taken God's name in vain in all your life." 

"Oh! but I have — often," murmured Nelly, 
again looking down. 

" When ? I am certain that you never 
swear." 

" When I pray," answered Kelly, speaking 
very low, so that Walter could scarcely catch, 
the words. 

"Surely, if you are ever out of harm's 
way, it is when you are praying," exclaimed 
Walter. 

" Not if I am thinking of something else 
all the time. Father has told me that we 
may say prayers and yet never pray, and that 
this is taking the Lord's name in vain." 
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Walter sighed; for the first time he felt 
how difficult it must be to attain to that 
holiness, without which no man shall see the 
Lord. After the wild life that he had led, 
the wicked scenes that he had witnessed, 
Viner's dwelling seemed to him the home 
of purity itself; and Nelly, a little cherub 
all spotless and holy, who never had known 
any thing of sin. It was with a feeling to 
which he had been a stranger before, a sense 
of weakness, a consciousness of guilt, that 
he knelt that evening by the little child's 
side, and repeated after her father the words 
of the Lord's Prayer — 

"Hallowed be Thy Name." 
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2 ^iitgiflm Cam*." 

The next day was Saturday, on the even- 
ing of which, Viner, as usual, cast up his 
accounts, and reckoned his gains during the 
Week. It was the amusement of Nelly, seat- 
ed upon his knee, to arrange pence and half- 
pence into little shilling heaps, and separate 
the sum always laid aside for the rent, and 
that required to purchase the next week's 
stock. The little child felt herself useful in 
doing this, and aspired to the time when she 
could manage the hig book, and sum up all 
the figures like father. But this evening 
there was a cloud over her sunny face, and 
she looked sadly at the small amount of money 
that remained, when she had put aside what 
was wanted for rent and stock. 
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" We used once to have roast beef for Sun- 
day dinner/' she said, with a sigh, " and late- 
ly we have always had bacon and beans, but 
to-morrow we shall have nothing but porridge 
and potatoes/' 

" And eat them with thankfulness, I trust, 
my darling. There are many who have worse 
fere than that." 

Walter was pained to the heart, although 
he said nothing ; he felt himself a burden on 
one already poor ; the little help that he could 
give was scarcely needed in the shop, and food 
and lodging seemed to him not earned but 
received from charity. 

Viner observed the gloomy expression on 
the face of his adopted son ; and though his 
own heart was struggling beneath a weight 
of care, as he put by his insufficient gains, 
and thought of the approaching winter, *hen 
those gains might be expeoted to be less, 
he endeavored to cheer his young com- 
panions by diverting their minds from the 
subject. 

" Walter," said he, " I hpve observed your 
4 
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eye often rest on that, curious little book 
which is kept on our mantel-piece/' 

" Tes ; it looks so strange and ancient, in 
its old-fashioned covering, of what was once, 
I suppose, gold and blue ; it is not lik£ the 
small books we see now/' 

" Has Nelly yet told you the story of .that 
book?" 

In a moment the face of the little girl had 
all its sunniness again. " Oh ! no," she ex- 
claimed, "I left that for you* the story of my 
dear good grandfather ! That is- my favor- 
ite story about the illumination, and the bare- 
footed little boy. -Oh ! father, do tell it to 
us now ! This is just the Jt^me, when the 
shop is shut, and our work is over, and it is 
getting dark ; we shall save a candle; you 
know, for we don't need light to listen !" 

This favorite story was one which Nelly 
had heard more than once, and ha£ thought 
over very often, till there was nothing -in the 
possession of her father, his Bible and her 
mother's wedding-ring excepted, for which she 
felt half the reverence as for that little old 
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book. Now, seated upon her father's knee, 
with her arm jround his neck, and her head 
on his shoulder, and Walter listening oppo- 
site, Nelly quite forgot all care for the mor- 
row," all fear of approaching want. 

"I will tell you the story," said Viner,- 
" partly as I heard it from my gcyd father, 
who used to mention some of the circum- 
stances of it as amongst the greatest mercies 
which he had ever experienced, but chiefly as 
it was often related to me by my grandmother, 
who was as fond, dear old lady, of telling 
the story about her son, as Nelly is now of 
hearing it. 

" Well, it must now be some seventy years 
since the day when my grandmother, a .poor 
gardener's widow, who then lived in a cottage - 
not far from this very place — (it has been 
pulled down long ago, but Nelly can show 
you where it stood) 1 — bade farewell to her 
only son. The character of my grandmother 
was so respectable, that, poor as she was, 
many looked up to her for counsel and ex- 
ample ; she had been nurse in the family of 
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a gentleman, and had more knowledge, and 
knowledge of the best kind, than usually falls 
to the lot of the poor. 

" It was a great matter for her that a good 
situation had been procured for her only son 
in London, but still it was a sore trial to the 
widow to part with him ; and, whan she 
thought of the temptations before him, her 
heart trembled and would have sunk within 
her, but for prayer, her unfailing resource. 

" The morning before he left her, my grand- 
mother sat packing the box of her son, for 
she would do every thing for him herself. She 
had darned his stockings and mended his 
clothes so neatly, that they looked almost as 
good as new. I believe that many a tear had 
dropped over her work, but she tried to look 
cheerful to my father. Carefully she placed 
his Bible in the box, and beside it three very 
smaU books in gold and blue, one of which 
you now see before you* 

"' A single copy is enough for me/ said 
my f&ther; 'they are, I see, exactly alike,, 
what should I do with three ?' 
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"la those days, Walter, small religious 
publications were not so easily to be pro- 
cured as they are at present. Now there is 
an abundance of works of all sizes and prices 
in which the pure Gospel is explained and 
taught, and even poor Christianjr'may help, 
by the means of such, to spread the know- 
ledge of God ; — but there was not the same 
number of them then. Where my grand- 
mother had bought these books I do not know, 
they were considered old even in her day; 
they contained a good deal from Scripture, es- 
pecially the Sermon on the Mount explained 
by a very holy Divine. I have heard that my 
grandmother had twelve copies at firat, but 
now only these three remained, for, as she ex- 
plained to my father, they were intended to 
be lent or given to others. 

" € Always remember, my dear son/ she 
said, laying her thin hand upon his, ' that 
Grod?8 kingdom of glory may come any day, 
but God? 8 kingdom of grace is coming every 
day; and, as it is our bounden duty to pray 
tot the first, so is it to work for the spread of 
4* 
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the other. We must be like the Jews while 
building their second temple, the sword in 
one hand to fight against our sins, the work- 
ing tool in the other — and books like these 
are such — to help to raise a holy building to 
God. They that he wise shajf shine as the 
brightness of the firmament, and they that twrn 
many to righteousness as the stars for ever 
and ever! 

" These words of the widow .sank deep into 
the Jheart of my father, they made him see his 
position as a Christian in a new light. It was 
not enough, he found, to keep unspotted from, 
the world, he should also, as God might give 
him opportunity, visit the fatherless and 
widows in their affliction — not only himself 
faithfully serve his heavenly King, but seek 
to bring others to that blessed Saviour. 

" But my father found all his good resolu- 
tions sorejy tried when he entered the situa^ 
tion which had been procured for him. His 
master was a haberdasher in London, one 
whom the world deemed respectable, but his 
standard of right and wrong was very differ- 
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exit from that which the youth had learned 
from his Bible and his mother. Sharpness 
and shrewdness were prized above honest deal- 
ing. l All fair in the way of business' was the 
shopkeeper's favorite motto, and he was not 
disposed to question too closely the lawful- 
ness of whatever increased his gains. His 
other shop-boy, whose name was Tim. Sands, 
was also one from whom my father could learn 
little that was good. Not an ill-disposed lad, 
had he been in proper hands and under the 
care of a conscientious master, he might have 
gone on steadily enough ; but Sands was 
weak-minded and easily led, and though too 
bu*y during the week to have much time for 
mischief, on Sunday he mixed in all kinds of 
dissipation, with companions far worse than 
himself. In society such as this, my poor 
father felt little comfort or benefit ; truly he 
stood alone, and but for the power of pri- 
vately pouring out his heart before God, and 
thinking of the coming of that happy time 
when the kingdoms of the earth shall become 
the kingdoms of the Lord, his courage would 
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have failed him entirely, and he might have 
become like those amongst whom he lived/' 

" He had a constant fight against sin, I 
d%resay," observed Walter, " but as for the 
work of which his mother had spoken, I think 
that he must have left that alone altogether : 
how could he look after the souls of other 
people ? he had enough to do to take care of 
his own." 

" Oh ! you will hear, you will hear/' whis- 
pered Nelly. 

"In the first place," said Viner, " he prayed 
for others, especially for his master and com- 
panion ; he asked that God's kingdom might 
come in their hearts. Such prayers are never 
in vain, for even if the petition be not granted, 
the Lord returns it in blessings into the bo- 
som of him who offers it in charity and faith. 
But my father did not content himself with 
this. He found out in a street, not very far 
from his -shop, a woman who had once been 
known to his mother. She had married and 
fallen into great poverty, and was now living 
in wretchedness in a small garret, with three 
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children who were dependent upon her. My 
father had no money to bestow, but he did 
what he could; he found the family in a state 
of ignorance and dirt, almost degraded to the 
level of the beasts that perish ; he roused the 
mother to exertion by his words ; he offered a 
weekly visit to read the Bible to her, for she 
was unable herself to read ; he undertook on 
Sundays to teach her young children, looking 
upon the poor ignorant little ones as lambs 
whom the Lord had appointed him to feed. 
At first he met with little gratitude, and even 
some opposition, and the task of teaching, 
which was new to him, seemed intolerably irk- 
some ; much would he have preferred a walk 
on the bright Sabbath evenings to passing 
them in that close garret with noisy children. 
But difficulties gradually were smoothed away 
before him ; even tke woman herself became 
his pupil ; children of other lodgers joined his 
little flock, and gladly shared his instruc- 
tions, and as my father looked round upon 
this infant ragged school, he felt how great 
was the honor, how deep the joy of being per- 

Digitized by GoOgle 



46 WALTER binning: 

mitted thus to labor for the spread of God's 
kingdom of grace. 

" But while he quietly pursued this Chris- 
tian work, my father had also to endure the 
Christian fight, and to try the strength of his 
principles upon an occasion that sorely tested 
his faith. One day, when he was serving be- 
hind the counter, his master overheard him, 
in reply to a question from a customer, frankly 
own that he did not believe that the colors 
of a print which he was showing would bear 
washing. The presence of the lady prevented 
any thing at the moment but an angry look 
from the master, but when she had quitted 
the shop without purchasing any thing, the 
torrent of his anger burst forth. *' My father 
had to submit to Kear himself called a block- 
head and a fool, and submitted in silence; 
for he thought of his \vtdowed mother, the 
difficulty which she had in procuring for him 
this place, and the distress which she would 
feel if he lost it. But when his master, hav- 
ing exhausted his rage, began to give him a 
lesson in the ways of the world which went 
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directly against conscience and religion, when 
he was ordered to be ready to utter a false- 
hood whenever that falsehood might serve his 
employer, my father felt that the time had 
come for him to make a stand, and risk any 
thing rather than his soul. 

" 'I can only speak what is true/ he said, 
modestly, but firmly ; how difficult he found 
it to utter that short sentence, but how thank- 
ful was he when he had done so ! 

u You must obey what I order, or march 
out of my shop !' exclaimed the master, his 
fece reddening with passion. 

" It was a great relief to my father that 
customers entering at the moment broke short 
the conversation ; and he was truly glad that 
he was able, before they left, without having 
swerved in the least from truth, to make a 
considerable addition to the money in the till. 
It seemed as though Providence were helping 
him through the difficulties which he had 
boldly faced in obedience to duty." 

" And did he always keep firm P" asked 
Walter. 
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" Always ; he never even gave an equivocal 
answer." 

"Then I suppose that his master turned 
him off." 

" He threatened to do so more than once, 
but was too much a man of the world not to 
know when he had a good servant ; and my 
father was so active and intelligent, so regu- 
lar in his accounts, so ready on all occasions to 
oblige, that even his Blaster could not but be 
aware of his value. As with. Joseph, every 
Ihing seemed to prosper in his hand, and 
having nothing to find fault with except his 
religion, even the ungodly man learned to 
respect his assistant. 

" There is an influence, sometimes unknown 
to ourselves, which we exert either for good or 
evil amongst those with whom we live. Had 
my father been austere, pi;oud, or self-right- 
eous, he might, in attempts to convert Tim 
Sands, have driven him farther from the path 
of salvation. But my father's kindness and 
cheerfulness gradually won for him the regard 
of his fellow-shopman. Sands began by laugh- 
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ing, but ended by looking up to him. It was 
not easy, indeed, to draw the youth's atten- 
tion to any thing serious ; in vain one of the 
little counsellors in gold and blue had been 
purposely placed in his way, he had never got 
beyond the title-page of it, apd it was soon 
thrown aside for a dirty novel. 

"One Sunday evening, after a wet, cold 
day, Sands, who, much against his will, had 
been kept from his usual diversions by the 
weather, saw my father preparing to leave the 
house. 

" c I say, Viner,' cried he, i are you going 
out for a walk ? I see that the sky is clear- 
ing up at last. I think that I'll take a turn 
with you, that .is, if you are not going tQ 
church again ; you'll not draw me in for that." 

<u Iam not going to church, but to pass 
the evening with some friends.' 

" ' Old Methodists, I suppose, grave and 
solemn.' 

" ' No, young and lively/ answered my 
father. 

" * Well, I say, there's no knowing what you 
5 
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good people are after ! So you spend your 
Sunday evenings amid jovial companions ! 
I've half a mind to go with you, and see your 
friends. Had it not rained cats and dogs, I 
should have been at Greenwich with mine/ 

" l Come, and welcome/ said my father, with 
a smile. • 

" So they walked on till they entered a very 
narrow street, low and dirty, where most of 
the wretched shops were open, and such of 
the inhabitants as were loitering about looked 
as though they had been occupants of the 
workhouse. My father entered a little shop, and 
merely wishing good evening to the man who 
was in it, proceeded at once to the back of it, 
and, followed by Sands, ascended the steep, * 
dark, dirty stair, where noisy sounds, and 
disagreeable snails, annoyed footh senses at 
once. " . 

" ' Your company may be choice, but I can't 
say much for their place of .meeting/ observed 
Sands. 

" My father unclosed the door of an, attic- 
room, and was received with a burst of wel- 
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come from a dozen young voices within. The 
room was small, close, and dimly lighted by a 
single candle ; but it was impossible to look 
without interest on the pale, hungry-looking, 
but intelligent, little beings, with whom it 
was crowded ; a,U poor, some barefoot, yet in 
their poverty as much the children of God, 
and heirs of eternal life, as the nobles and 
princes of the land. My father asked after 
the mother of this one, and the sick sister of 
that, winning the hearts of his scholars by 
his look of kindly interest ; and, after a few 
minutes spent in this manner, ' Now let us 
begin with a hymn/ said he. 

" 6 Jerusalem, my happy home V How 
strangely sweet it must have sounded to hear 
the voices of those ragged children sing of 
the i pearly gates' and 'streets of shining 
gold' of the heavenly dwelling-place above, 
within the walls of that miserable attic ! 
Sands remained an attentive, perhaps an inter- 
ested, listener for the two hours during which 
his companion's labors lasted. When they 
found themselves again in the street, he re- 
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marked, ' Well, certainly there is some differ- 
ence between your kind of society and the 
jolly parties to which I am accustomed at the 
White Hart, or Saracen's Head/ 

" ' But are all the pleasures which you may 
have enjoyed there worth the hope of meeting 
one of those little ones in heaven, when the 
kingdom of God shall have come ?' 

" Sands made no reply, and walked back in 
silence. 

"A day of trouble was coming for my fa- 
ther, in which he would need all the comfort 
which religion and a good conscience could 
give. He was sent one evening to a customer 
with a parcel of valuable goods, for which he 
was to receive payment. Thinking of lending 
one of his little friends in gold and blue to a 
widow who kept a stall near the square to ^ 
which he was going, he opened the pocket- 
book which he carried with him, and placed 
one of the copies in it. The woman had, how- 
ever, left her stand, so this opportunity of 
doing good was lost for the time. The cus- 
tomer received the goods, and paid for them, 
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and two five- pound notes were carefully placed 
by my father in the pocket-book beside the 
little publication. The streets were much 
crowded on his return, for there were prepara- 
tions for a grand illumination. My father did 
not loiter on his way ; but his attention was 
naturally attracted by the splendid stars and 
wreaths, which were beginning to be lighted 
up as he passed. As he entered his master's 
shop, he put his hand into his pocket, and his 
surprise and distress may be readily imagined 
when he found it entirely empty. His first 
impulse was to retrace his steps, which he did, 
though with scarcely the faintest hope of suc- 
cess ; glancing vainly down on every side, 
asking bystanders the question which always 
received the same discouraging answer. All 
the glories of the illumination were lost upon 
him ; he could think of nothing but his lost 
bank-notes ! 

" Weary and sad, he returned to his home, 

where he had to wait for an hour — a most 

painful hour it was, till his master returned 

frqm seeing the illumination. The confession 
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of his loss was frankly made, with every ex- 
pression of heart-felt regret ; but the anger 
of the haberdasher was beyond all bounds, 
and he treated my unhappy father as though 
the -money had not been lost but stolen by 
him. Whether the master had indulged too 
freely in drink that night, I know not, but I 
think it was more than probable ; he abused 
my father in violent . terms, dismissed him 
from his service, refused to give him even a 
character, and, for his own convenience alone, 
■allowed him to remain beneath his roof until 
he could procure some one to supply his 
T?lace. 

" My father retired to his little room, with 
an almost breaking heart I have often beard 
him say that this was the bitterest moment of 
his life. To lose his place was misfortune 
enough — but his character — that was dearer 
than life ! He could scarcely restrain his 
burning ^ears ! But he laid his troubles be- 
fore God ; he remembered that the Almighty 
afflicts not in vain, that the Lord would yet 
make his innocence clear before all, if not in 
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this world, yet in tho kingdom which is to 
c&me. 

" As he was rising from his knees, Sands 
entered the room, having heard of the misfor- 
tune of his companion. Sands was a kind- 
hearted fellow, and really liked my father, and 
tried in his rough way to comfort him. 

" ' I am heartily sorry that you are going/ 
he said, in conclusion ; ' I assure you, Viner, 
that I would do any thing for you/ 

" ' Then you will not refuse this little re- 
membrance from a friend/ said my father, 
placing in his hands one of the books in gold 
and blue, from which he had just himself 
been drawing counsel and comfort. ' For my 
sake, you will read this little work through ; 
and God bless you, Sands, and reward you for 
the kindness which you have shown to a friend 
in disgrace !' " 

" And did Sands read it ?" inquired Walter. 

" I believe that he did. I remember see- 
ing him as a gray-headed old man, and he 
then showed me his little copy in gold and 
blue, looking very much the worse for wear ; 
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and he told me that he thought that if there 
were any good in him, he owed it to the exam- 
ple and advice of my father." 

" And was your father ohliged to leave his 
situation?" 

" Some delay occurred in supplying his 
place ; he was, therefore, allowed to remain 
ahout ten days longer. He felt very sad and 
low on the Sunday evening on which he was 
to pay his last visit to his little school, for as 
he had as yet heen tmahle to get another situ- 
ation in London, he intended to return to his 
mother. 

" He found his young pupils ready for him, 
as usual ; hut a cloud of sorrow was over them, 
for they knew that they were to welcome their 
kind teacher no more. My father tried to im- 
prove to them even the occasion of their mu- 
tual distress ; he spoke to them of the place 
whfcre there is no more parting, of the unending 
joys prepared for God's servants when His king- 
dom of glory shall come. He concluded by 
placing hefore the children his last remaining 
copy of the book in gold and blue, and offering 
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it as a prize to the most industrious pupil, on 
condition of his reading it aloud to his com- 
panions. 

" c Oh ! that is just like the book which 
makes my mother sad !' cried a little bare- 
footed boy from a corner of the room. 

"My father started at the words, for he 
thought of that which he well remembered 
having placed in his lost pocket-book ! c Where 
did your mother get one like this ? How long 
has she had it ?' he cried eagerly. 

" ' I don't know where she got it/ replied 
the child, looking down. ' I think that she 
has had it about a week ; she laughed when 
she began to read it, but, before she had 
done, she was crying as I never saw her cry 
before !' 

" After the lesson was over, and my father 
had received the oft-repeated farewells and 
good wishes of his pupils, not unmixed with 
tears, which went warmer to his heart than 
all the praises of man could have done ; he 
laid his hand on the arm of the barefooted 
boy, and gently drew him along with him down 
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the steep staircase, until they stood together 
in the street. 

" ' I should like to see your mother/ he said 
to the boy. 

" ' She lives quite near, just round the cor- 
ner, I will take you to her if you wish it/ re- 
plied the child. 

" ' Am I foolish to indulge this strange 
hope ?' thought my father, as he followed his 
little guide. * But nowhere else have I seen 
any books like my three, and it may be that 
the Almighty has granted me a clue by which 
to find out the lost property of my master, 
and clear my own character from suspicion.' 

" With a heart beating faster than usual, 
my father was led by the boy to a neighboring 
house, as low and dirty as the one which they 
had just quitted. They ascended to a room 
upon the second floor, where a woman sat 
alone, engaged in reading. At the first glance 
my father recognized the book which she held 
in her hand; it is that, Walter, which you now 
see in the possession of his son. 

" The exclamation which he uttered startled 
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the woman ; she turned round hastily with 
an expression of fear on her face — the book 
dropped from her hand as, gazing wildly on 
my father, she exclaimed, ' It is he ! Oh ! 
what strange fortune has brought him here !' 

" ' Not fortune/ said my father with emo- 
tion, as he raised the little book, ' but, as I 
believe, a gracious Providence, who will surely 
bring both guilt and innocence to light/ 

" i I knew it — I knew it !' cried the woman, 
clasping her hands. . ' Since the night when I 
robbed you I have had no peace ; that book 
has been like a sword in my conscience — I 
would have restored what I had taken, had I 
known where to find its owner, and see — see 
my own child has led him to my door !' 
Hastening to a corner of her room, with trem- 
bling hands she opened a deal box, and from 
the very bottom of it, under heaps of rags and 
rufchisb, she drew forth my father's lost pocket- 
book r 

" Think, only think how much delighted he 
must have been to see it \" cried Nelly. 

" He could scarcely believe that he was not 
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in/t dream, when the wretched woman placed 
it in his hand ; and when on opening it he saw 
the two bank-notes, a feeling of overpowering 
thankfulness filled his soul, and made him un- 
able to speak. 

" e . Take it — it is just as when you lost it — 
— I dared not change the notes/ said the 
woman ; ' and, oh ! have mercy oh a wretched 
creature ; do not give me up td the police ! 
It was my first theft ; . indeed, indeed it was, 
and I will never be guilty of one again !' " 

"Did your father give her up to punish- 
ment ?" inquired Walter, with interest. '• 

" No, he was full of compassion for the un- 
happy woman, and never, as long as she lived, 
lost sight either of her or her son. He was 
able to procure for her a little employment 
from his njaster-^-set her thus in the way of 
honestly earning her living, and had *f a§Qn to 
ho]5* that that Sabbath evening was tie tfjrn- 
ing point of her life." x 

" And your father, I suppose, kept his situ- 
ation after all ?" 

"He kept it for many years, and lived re- 
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spected even by those who were strangers to 
the principles by which he was guided during 
life. He was, indeed, as the faithful servant, 
ready-girded, and watchful for the coming of 
his Lord. Happy those who thus watch and 
wait for IJis appearing, who expect it not with 
fear, but with tope and joy ; God's kingdom 
has already begun in their hearts, they count 
no effort great to win souls to His service, 
and the acts of their lives, as well as the words 
of their lips, seem to say — 

" < Thy Kingdom Come V " 

6 
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h ton an $&r% as it is in 

The Sabbath dawned upo$*tlre village of 

E , the day which the Lord has appointed 

for His own, that day which, whan kept holy 
to religion and rest, leaves an especial bless- 
ing behind it. About two hou^ before the 
time for attending morning service, Viner took 
his little Bible in his hand, and walked with 
his daughter to the sea-beach, where, seated 
on a shelving shingle, with the wide ocean 
heaving and sparkling before them, they en- 
joyed together a quiet time for reading and 
speaking of the things of God. 

On their return, to their utmost surprise, 
they found the shop open, the shutters down, 
and Waj^ter placing some vegetables on the 
board. 
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« 

"Oh! father !" exclaimed Nelly, "has 
Walter forgotten what day it is ?" 

" What are you doing ?" said Viner, as he 
entered ; " my shop always is closed upon 
Sundays ; I thought that I had mentioned 
this to you before " 

" Yes," replied the boy, " you did so, but 
look there !" and he pointed to the tempting 
display in Goldie's window. " Is he to have 
all the custom and the cash, he who is ten 
times richer than you are !" 

" What he has — what he does, is no excuse 
for me ; it is not for him that I must answer 
before God. Put up those shutters again, 
Walter." 

Walter obeyed sullenly, with a look which 
tdd that he was not at all convinced of the 
wisdom of the order. Yiner then drew* him 
into the shop, and said, " Is not one of the 
Ten Commandments, given from the mouth 
of the Lord God Himself, amid the flames and 
thunder of Mount Sinai, Bemember that thou 
keep holy the Sabbath day ; in it thou shcdt 
do no manner bf work V 9 
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Walter nodded assent. 

" Is there not a blessing for those who obey 
this command ? Look here," said Viner, open- 
ing his Bible, and pointing to these words from 
the fifty-eighth chapter of Isaiah : If thou turn 
away thy foot from the Sabbath, from doing 
thy pleasure on My holy day ; and call the 
Sabbath a delight, the holy of the Lord, hon- 
orable; and shalt honor Him, not. doing thine 
own way 8, nor finding thine own pleasure, nor 
speaking thine own words : then shalt thou 
delight thyself in the Lord ; and I will cause 
thee to ride upon the high places of the earth, 
and feed thee with the heritage of Jacob thy 
father: for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken 
it. 9 ' 

" That may have been so once, but I don't 
believe that it is so now/' said Walter. 

" God knows no variableness, neither shadow 
of turning, He is the same yesterday, to-day, 
and for ever !" 

U I only know/' muttered Walter, "that 
the way in which you go on is the way to 
starve/ 1 
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" Do you believe that our heavenly Father 
ever suffers any one to starve for obeying His 
commandments ?" 

" I can't tell/' replied Walter, still rather 
surlily. 

" Do you believe that He, to whom all the 
treasures of earth and heaven belong — who 
created the world and every living thing upon 
it, is able to provide for our wants ?" 

u I believe that the Almighty is able." 

" But you doubt that he is willing ?" 

Walter was silent. 

" I must spgak to you again from His word, 
that word which can never be broken." Viner 
turned to the thirty-third Psalm and read — 
" l Behold the eye of the Lord is upon them 
that fear Him, upon them that hope in His 
mercy : to deliver their soul from death, and 
to keep them alive in famine.' Again, in 
the thirty-seventh Psalm it is written — ' Trust 
in the Lord and do good ; so shalt thou dwell 
in the land, and verily thou shalt be fed. A 
little that the righteous man hath is better than 
the riches of many wicked. I have been 
e* 
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young, and now am old, yet have I not seen 
the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging 
ImeadJ Oh ! remember the word of the Lord 
Jesus Christ — i Take no thought, saying, What 
shall we eat, or what shall we drink, or where- 
withal shall we be clothed ? for your heavenly 
Fatjier knoweth that ye have need of all these 
things ; but seek ye first the kingdom of God, 
and His righteousness, and all these things 
shall be added unto you! Walter, God will 
more than make up to us for all that we may 
lose for His sake 1" 

" You '11 never convince him ! you 'U never 
convince him !" cried Goldie, who, passing the 
shop, had overheard the last words, and now 
stood leaning his stout person upon Viner's 
little gate. " You can't persuade him but 
that I am growing rich, and that you are grow- 
ing poor ; that I am getting on, you going 
back in the world. All your preaching won't 
shut his eyes to that. Why, here am I able 
to send my son to a first-rate school, able (I 
grant that it 's a hard pull on my purse, but 
yet somehow I can manage it), to place him 
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with an engineer, Where, with talents like his, 
he is pretty sure at last to make his fortune ! 
I shall see him one, of these days riding in his 
own carriage, for I have let no idle fancies, no 
silly superstition, prevent me from doing the 
best for my family, and that is the way to grow 
rich." 

" The blessing of the Lord it maJceth rich, 
and He addeth no sorrow thereto," murmured 
Nelly. 

Viner turned and smiled on his daughter. 

" I wonder that you don't think of your 
child/' said Goldie,*" if you don't care about 
starving yourself." 

" I do think of her," said the father ear- 
nestly, " and in obeying and trusting my God 
I feel that I am doing the best thing for her 
both in this world and the next." 

" We shall see," said Goldie, as he walked 
away. 

" Yes, we shall see," repeated Viner, quietly. 

" Do you really think," asked Walter, as 
soon as the fruiterer was beyond hearing, 
" that God would be angry with you just for 
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selling upon Sunday whet he knows that you 
are so poor ?" 

" When m parent gives a command, is he 
content that it should he disoheyed ? When 
a friend makes a promise, is he content that 
if should not be believed ? When a king 
passes a law is he content that it should be 
broken ?" 

" Ah ! but this law may be easy for the 
rich, but it is so very, very hard for the poor t" 

" Is it hard," replied Viner, gently, " that 
we should give up something for Him who has 
given us all ! Let us remember the grace of 
our Lord Jesus Christ, who, though He was 
rich, yet for our sokes He became poor ! He 
was rich indeed, for the Son of God sat on the 
throne of heaven ; he became poor indeed, for 
the Son of Man had not where to lay his head ! 
6 He was in all points tempted like as we are, 
yet without sin ; and inasmuch as He suffered 
being tempted. He is able to succor them that 
are tempted.' He knows — He feels for our 
trials ! The faith of his early followers was 
far more severely tried than ours. They had 
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to endure not only want, but tortures, mock- 
ings, cruel deaths, for the sake of the Master 
whom they loved. And do you think that 
any martyr at the stake then, or any saint on 
his deathbed now, thought or thinks that he 
has done or given up too much for the Sav- 
iour who gave His life for him ?" 

" Oh, no 1" exclaimed Nelly, " never ! Only 
think of the glory and the crown ! . It is better 
to walk barefoot on a thorny way, and know 
that we will come to a kingdom at the end of 
our journey, and be happy for ever and ever, 
than to roll along in a golden carriage and to 
feel that every minute brings us nearer and 
nearer to misery that never will end ! We 
never can be really happy but when we do 
God's will like the angels 1" 

" How do the angels do God's will ?" said 
Viner. 

The child paused a moment to think, then 
replied, "faithfully, readily, joyfully." 

" But the angels have not to suffer God's 
will as well as to do it," observed Walter. 

" No," replied Viner, " in this, man alone 
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has the honor of following the steps of his 
Lord ! We only are able, in this our short 
life, to imitate Him wh6 in agony prayed, 
' Not My wiU but Thine be done !" 

Walter had nothing to answer ; he reinained 
silent, though scarcely convinced. The con- 
vict's son could not feel the full force of the 
Scripture, " What shall it profit a man if he 
gain the whole world and lose his own soutf* 
or what shall a man give in exchange for his 
soul V y — nor knew he yet how much is com- 
prised in the prayer — 

" Thy* Will be done on Earth as it is in 
Heaven \" 
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" 6ifrt as t%ts §}8j mtr §}sil2 $m&." 

* 

I will now pass over a space of ten years, 
iHth all its joys and sorrows, its hopes and 
fears, and take my reader once more to 
E . 

The village has grown into a town ; tall 
rows of houses stretch along the coast, on one 
side a square is commenced, and though " the 
season" is now nearly over, enough of life and 
bustle remain to denote a flourishing water- 
ing-place. There is, however, little change 
to be seen in the small humble dwelling of 
Viner, and almost as little alteration in the 
appearance of its master, who, save a few 
more gray hairs, a few more furrows on his 
cheek, looks much the same as when he ap- 
peared before us last. We shall, however, 
scarcely recognize Nelly in the tall, delicate 

Digitized by GoOgk 



72 • WALTER binning: 

girl, who has almost grown into the young 
woman, or the convict's son in the powerful 
yourtb, who still serves in the shop of his bene- 
factor. * 

How has time passed with them during these 
long years ? They seem to have made little 
progress in the road to fortune — has the prom- 
ise of the Lord been to them in vain ? No, 
though life has been a struggle with poverty 
and care, it has been a struggle cheered by 
love and hope ; the bread earned by virtuous 
industry has been so sweet, the sleep after 
labor so calm; unkind words, peevish com- 
plaints have in that dwelling been unheard, 
the peace of God rests like sunshine upon it 1 

I cannot, however, say that Walter's spirit 
never fretted against poverty, that he never 
longed to place those whom he loved above 
all danger of want. He had learned much of 
religion beneath Viner's roof ; he had seen its 
power to comfort the soul under trials, but 
he was yet young and impetuous in all his 
feelings, his faith was weak, his will unsub- 
dued : in life's school he had yet much to learn. 
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And never had his faith been more tried 
than now, for Nelly, without any apparent 
complaint, seemed gradually losing all strength 
and color, and looked like a flower fading 
away. She had for some years taken in 
needlework, to eke out her father's scanty liv- 
ing, she had worked early and late with cheer- 
ful industry, and perhaps overtasked her 
powers. With deep anxiety Viner and his 
adopted son watched her pale cheek and 
drooping form, and the gentle smile which 
seemed to belong rather to heaven than to 
earth. 

Viner consulted a doctor for his daughter, 
who shook his head, said that she had been 
over-worked and under-fed, and prescribed as 
necessary for her recovery nourishing food and 
rest. Oh ! how Walter longed for riches then 
—how Viner felt that the cross of poverty lies 
heaviest when those whom we love are in 
want ! The father laid his trial before his 
Lord ; he earnestly prayed, with a child-like 
faith, for a sufficiency of daily bread ! He rose 
from his knees submissive and calm ; he had 
1 
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placed his sick child at the feet of his Saviour, 
and while he determined that no lawful means 
should be left untried to increase her com- 
forts, he rested his hopes upon Him who 
once said, " According to thy faith be it unto 
thee" 

But to Walter it was more difficult thus to 
pray and wait, to let patience have its perfect 
work. Nor was it want of faith in God's prom- 
ises alone tljat gave bitterness to the> spirit of 
the young man. One passion that struggled 
in his breast robbed him entirely of that in- 
ward peace which lightened the burden of 
Viner. It was with feelings of mingled re- 
sentment and envy, that Walter regarded 
Ned Goldie, the fruiterer's son. From him 
he had received, when he first came to the 
village, that insult which still rankled in his 
mind, an insult followed by many others ; for 

Ned was reputed a wit in E , and the 

cheapest way of making people merry, is by 
laughing at and ridiculing others. There was 
no end of Ned's jests upon the convict's son, 
which amused for a moment, and were then 

Digitized by GoOgle 



THE ADOPTED SON. 75 

forgotten by all but him at whose expense they 
were made. 

And Ned was in a position to raise some 
envy amongst those of his own class in life. 
Singularly favored by nature, handsome, in-^ 
telligent, full of health and spirits, Ned was a 
favorite with all. Often would he drop in to 
spend a half hour at Viner's quiet home. 
Nelly could not but own that he was a vtry 
pleasant companion ; his playful words (in her 
presence they wexp never ill-natured) often 
brought a smile to her pale face. Viner liked 
and felt interested in the merry-hearted lad ; 
to Walter alone his society was as wormwood 
and galL 

Then it was known that Ned was to succeed 
to his father's prosperous business, as his elder 
brothers were already provided for. Aleck 
had risen in the world even beyond his father's 
hopes. Possessed of uncommon talents, he 
now shared his master's business ; a bridge 
that he had planned had made his nanje well 
known, and he had just formed a marriage 
which had raised him at once to fortune, with 
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the only daughter of a retired coal-merchant. 
The words of Goldie, spoken ten years before, 
had been verified, he had lived to see his Bon 
have a carriage of his own ! 

Mat had been apprenticed to some business 
in London. It was noticed in the town that 
his parents spoke less frequently of him, that 
inquiries after his prospects were answered 
shortly by his father, and made his pale, sickly 
mother look sad. People could *riot forget 
his unchecked habit of gaaabling, his profane 
language, his love of bad company : it was 
even rumored that he had got into some scrape 
in London, but nothing certain was known 
upon the subject. This, and Mrs. Goldie's 
feeble state of healthy seemed, however, the 
only drawbacks upon the prosperity of the 
fruiterer ; his increasing stoutness, and the 
ruddiness of his face, told of comfort, good 
living, and an easy life. 

It was at this period, when to win money 
for Nelly was almost the firsifc desire of Walter's 
heart, haunted his dreams by night, was hia^ 
first thought on waking, that a thin old gen- 
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tleman in a snuff-colored coat that looked a 
good deal the worse for wear, flourishing in 
his hand a little carved stick, passed along the 

street of E . He stopped opposite Goldie's 

shop, and looked in, as if studying the prices 
on the fruit, then turned round and glanced 
at Viner's humble window, hesitated, twisted 
his stick round and round, and then chose the 
poorest and cheapest-looking shop. 

He was the first visitor who had come that 
day, and unpromising a customer as he looked, 
his entrance was a welcome sight to Walter, 
who was serving alone in the shop. The 
youth's patience, however, was not a little 
tried, as after a half hour spent in questioning 
and bargaining, and trying to beat down the 
price of what already scarcely yielded any 
profit, the old gentleman departed with a bag 
of nuts, leaving one four-penny piece on the 
counter. 

" He must be either terribly poor or terribly 

stingy/' thought Walter. " His face looked 

as sharp as the monkey's head carved upon his 

stick ; that 's a man, I '11 answer for it, who 

7* 
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will never let himself be cheated oat of a far- 
thing r 

Walter busied himself in re-arranging the 
fruit which he had displaced to show to his 
troublesome customer. His mind was full of 
painful reflections, and it was not for a little 
time that he perceived that the old gentleman 
had left his pocket-book behind. It was aii 
old worn-looking article, that m|ght be of the 
same date as the snuff-colored coat ; Walter 
went to the gate to look out for its owner, but 
the gentleman was nowhere to be seen. 

"Perhaps his name and address may be 
written inside," thought Walter ; " I had " 
better open it and ^ook" 

He unclosed the book, and in the pocket 
found indeed a note directed to ^Mr. Sharp, 
Marine Row ; but there was something else 
that Walter found in that pocket, something 
on which he fixed his gaze with a strange 
emotion, till his hand trembled and his heart 
beat fast ! It was a bank-note for £50 
wrapped round some money ! The pocket- 
book almost fell from the grasp of the youth, 
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a thought of Nelly and her poverty flashed 
across his mind ; here were riches before him, 
dare he touch them ! 

When the comrict's son first came beneath 
Viner's roof, he wopld not have hesitated to 
grasp the fortune placed within his reach : the 
strong temptation would at once have mastered 
conscience ! Walter would have rushed on 
the fatal career of the thief ! But the Spirit 
«f God had touched his heart : weak, imper- 
fect as his religion might be, at least itVas 
sincere and true. Walter dared not be guilty 
of the fatal .error of presuming on God's 
mercy by committing wilful sin ; he dared 
not hazard his immortal soul for gold ! Hast- 
ily he thrust the book into his bosom, color- 
ing with shame, all alone as he was, at hav- 
ing harbored for one moment the thought of 
theft. He unclosed the little door which 
led to the parlor, asked Nelly to supply his 
place at the counter, then without venturing 
one look at her thin, pale face, lest the sight 
of it should shake his resolution, he took 
down his hat from a peg in the wall, and 
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hastened towards the lodging of the owner 
of the note. 

" And is it possible that one who for the last 
ten years has lived, as it wer«^ under the wing 
of piety, could have felt-*almost acted as a 
thief !" thought Walter, as he walked on with 
rapid strides, more pained at having meditated 
a crime, than he once would have been to 
have committed it. "And I have blushed 
for my unhappy father, have been ashamed at 
bearing his name, have presumed to think 
that in his place my conduct would have been 
better, have almost dared to condemn him in 
my" secret soul ! Had he had the advantages 
with which I have been blessed, who can say 
that I might not have looked up to him now 
as my guide and example through life ! Oh ! 
may God forgive me ; forgive my pride and 
hardness of heart, my foolish reliance on my 
own feeble strength, my cold foigetfulness of 
my unhappy parent! And have mercy upon 
him, Oh ! gracious Lord ! watch over him, 
save him, lead him back to Thyself, and 
grant that I may meet him, if not here be- 

Digitized by GoOgle 



THE ADOPTED SON. 81 

low, yet in the kingdom of our Father in 
heaven !" 

The lodging of the old gentleman was at no 
great distance; it looked small, uncomfortable, 
and mean. A slip-shod, untidy girl answered 
Walter's ring, and was desired by him to tell 
her master that some one wished to speak with 
him upon business. While she $huflk*i up the 
steep staircase, Walter's eye rested, at first 
unconsciously, upon the little carved stick 
which Mr. Sharp had carried, and which was 
now placed upon nails in the hall. 

" I think that I might cut out something 
like that," he said to himself, " I shall have 
plenty of time in the long winter evenings ; 
I wonder if an assortment of things carved in 
wood would be likely to sell well in the season." 
The idea pleased him ; there seemed to be an 
opening for hope ; he might yet, by the work 
of his hands, be enabled to .gain some com- 
forts for Nelly ! 

From the top of the narrow staircase, the 
servant-girl called to him to step up. Wal- 
ter obeyed ; and in a small, ill-lighted room, 
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where dust lay thick on the table, and dark- 
ened the panes, and the window-curtain looked 
as though it had never been white, Walter 
found the sharp-featured old man. His look 
was restless and ^uneasy, an expression of 
mingled hope, fear, and suspicion was in his 
eye, as he recognized the face of Walter Bin- 
ning. TThat expression changed to one of. 
childish delight as the youth drew from his 
breast the well-known pocket-book ; the old 
man snatched it with feverish impatience from 
his hand, opened it with fingers that trembled 
from eagerness, and not till he had examined 
and re-examined its contents, looked at the 
note on this side and that, and counted the 
money again and again, did he appear to have 
a thought to give to him whose honesty had 
restored it. 

" It 's all right— quite right/' he muttered 
at last, " two sovereigns, a half-crown— four 
and six. Tou have behaved very well, young 
man, very well ; will you accept — " the miser 
hesitated, fumbled with* his money, seemed to 
find difficulty in leaking up his mind, and 
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then, as if quite with an effort, held out a 
sixpence to Walter. 

The convict's son stepped back, a half smile 
on his face, and, bowing to the miserable old 
man, left the room with this reflection, "Iff is 
bettor to want money than the heart to spend 
it." 

And had Walter known more of Mr. Sharp, 
he would have been but strengthened in this 
opinion. The miser had^begun life without a 
shilling, but possessed with one strong desire 
to grow rich. He hoarded his small earnings 
till they became great, not from an honest wish 
to be independent in old age, but from that 
love of money for its own sake, which the Bible 
tells us is the root of all evil. And now he 
had his desire, he was rich, he- had money, he 
possessed, but he did not enjoy it! Life was 
to him like the feast given by a Queen of an- 
cient time, where not only the dishes, but all 
their contents, were of gold, and the wonder- 
ing guests rose unsatisfied and hungry from 
their magnificent repast ! Mr. Sharp almost 
grudged himself his necessary food ; he could 
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never ask a blessing on his daily bread ; his 
very* soul seemed buried in his heaps of treas- 
ure. And now he was drawing near to his 
grave, and that treasure must be left behind! 
$o one loved him, no one would mourn for 
his loss ; he knew but too well that his money 
would be far more prized than ever he himself 
had been. God had dealt with him as with 
the Israelites of old, He gave them their desire, 
but sent leanness loithal into theifr soul; and 
the man who possessed wealth without a bless- 
ing, was poor and miserable indeed ! 

So Walter gave back the pocket-book, and 
its rich contents, and gained nothing at all by 
his honesty ? 

Do you call it nothing to tread earth with 
a free, fearless step, to dread looking no man 
in the face ? Do you call it nothing to have 
a character unstained, to hear the voice of an 
approving conscience, and to be able to ask in 
prayer for those blessings which we have taken 
no guilty means to obtain ? 

The thoughts of Walter were full of new 
plans of industry, while he more slowly re- 
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turned to his home. As he approached the 
little gate of Viner's shop, some one came out 
of it into the street, "bidding a cheerful good- 
bye to those within. It was with a feeling of 
annoyance that Walter saw the only being on 
earth whom he really disliked, Ned Goldie, the 
^fruiterer's son. 

The gay youth nodded to him as they met, 
with a sort .of free and easy, patronizing air, 
which was intolerable to Walter Binning. 

" I am glad to find Nelly so much better 
to-day," said Ned. 

" She does not look better to my eyes," re- 
plied Walter, gloomily. " She seems daily 
weaker, and it is my conviction — " 

" Tour conviction !" exclaimed Ned, with 
a loud burst of mirth, "Oh ! I did not know 
that things had come to that pass ! I was 
aware that Viner had kept you ten years on 
your trial, but never heard of your conviction 
till now 1" 

" Insolent boy !" cried Walter, clenching his 
hand, his blood mounting to his temples, his 
eye flashing fire ! Ned might have had rea- 
8 
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son to repent his idle jest, had not Viner, who 
had overheard the words that passed, laid his 
hand firmly upon the" arm of Walter, and 
drawn him away within the gate. 

"Would you be the slave to your pas- 
sions ?" he said, in a low voice, " and show 
the world that a Christian can neither bear 
nor forbear." 

" I could forgive neglect/' muttered Walr 
ter, "I could forgive wrongs, but this con- 
tempt, this scorn — this ridicule ! I wonder," 
he exclaimed, almost indignantly, " that you 
who value .only wisdom and virtue, can endure 
this trifling, silly, conceited — " 

"Yet generous-hearted boy," said Viner, 
pointing to a fine hare that lay upon the 
counter. "He has kind thought for others 
with all his faults ; he knew that nourishment 
was ordered for my Nelly." 

Walter started, and felt angry with him- 
self that the sight of food so much needed, 
should give him an emotion of pain rather 
than of pleasure. But to Viner, who, even in 
the smaller events of life, recognised the hand 
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of an over-ruling Providence, the timely gift 
from the kindness of an earthly friend seemed 
an answer sent to his earnest prayer — 

" Give us this Day oub Daily Bread !" 
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"iinrgtoe as rar %tts$wt$ as tot forgita 
t\tm tjjat Qrogus against as." 

" Nelly, what are you thinking of, you look 
sad ?" inquired Walter on the following morn- 
ing, which happened to be Sunday. 

" I was thinking of you," she replied gravely. 

"And was that a thought to give you 
pain ?" said Walter, sitting down at her 
side. " Tell me, Nelly, what were you think- 
ing of me ?" 

'" I am afraid — perhaps — you would be vexed 
or angry — " 

"Vexed I may be, but angry with you, 
never ! Have I done anything to displease 
you?" 

" It is not so much what you do, Walter, as 
what I fear that you feel. It seems to me — 
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I trust that I am wrong — but it seems to me 
that you almost hate Ned Goldie." 

" It is natural that I should — he is always 
insulting me !" 

" It is natural, Walter, but is it right t 
Father has so often told us that the adopted 
children of God must struggle against and. 
overcome their evil nature, must try, with 
God's help, to gain a likeness to their Father, 
to be merciful as He is merciful, forgive as 
He forgives ; if we do not try this, with faith 
and with prayer, we have no right to think 
ourselves God's children at all." 

" Can you prove that from the Bible ?" said 
Walter. 

" I think that I can," replied Nelly, after a 
moment's thought. " It is written, ' If any 
man have not ihp Spirit of Christ, he is none 
of His. Whosoever doeth not righteousness is 
not of God, neither he that loveth not his 
brother.'" 

" That last verse has brought another into 
my mind, Nelly, which has often given me a 
feeling of uneasiness. It is from the same 
8* 
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chapter, I believe. c Whoso hateth Ms brother 
is a murderer ; and ye know that no murderer 
hath eternal life abiding in him' " 

" Oh ! Walter, you who know so well what 
is right, can you, in the face of such words, 
still nourish hatred !" * 

" Nelly, I have no more power to love that 
boy, than I have to move the cliffs into the 
sea I" exclaimed Walter. 

"Ask for power — ask in faith ; remember 
the Lord's promise, by faith ye shall remove 
mountains — all things are possible to him that 
believeth. Oh ! Walter," continued Nelly, 
speaking rapidly and earnestly, till the blood 
rose to her pallid cheek, " this is not a work 
to be set aside or delayed — remember that 
until you forgive you cannot be forgiven, that 
as long as you live in hate you are living in 
danger, that your very prayer is turned against 
yourself when you say, ' Forgive us our ires- 
passes, as we forgive them that trespass against 
us!'" 

Walter leant his brow upon his hand, and 
remained for some moments buried in thought; 
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then raising his head he said, " I believe that 
I might like Ned Goldie better if you and 
your father liked him less ; but to 'see you 
welcome and speak kindly to one who does 
not even pretend to be religious, who is 
thoughtless, worldly, vain — " 

" Oh ! Walter, only think how he has been 
brought up ! how couM you expect him to be 
otherwise !" 

" He is certainly likely to learn little good 
at home." 

" And would you have us drive him away, 
when he comes in a spirit of kindliness to the 
house of a man like my father, whose words 
and example may, by little and little, draw 
him to better things." 

" Perhaps you are right, Nelly," said Wal- 
ter, with a sigh, " and I have not acted the 
part of a Christian in either feeling or speak- 
ing as I have done. When I recall what I 
myself was — what I am still — I take shame 
for my own harsh, uncharitable spirit. I will 
ask for help from above, to struggle against 
this besetting sin." 
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"And, pray for him too !" said Nelly earn- 
estly, " we never are sure that we have for- 
given oifi: enemies till we are ably heartily to 
pray for tbem." 

" I will/' answered Walter, with an effort. 

" And you will forgive me for speaking so 
plainly to you, brother ?" said the girl, hold- 
ing out her thin, wasted hand. 

His reply was a silent press. 

It was now time to attend church, and, ac- 
companied by Viner, they proceeded on their 
way towards the house of G-od. On the road 
they met Ned, who was going down to the 
beach, his back turned towards the place of 
worship. He .stopped to wish Viner and his 
daughter good morning, but took no notice 
whatever of the convict's son. 

" Where are you going, Ned ?" said Viner. 

" Down to the boat," replied the youth. 
" I shall take a sail while the sunshine lasts. 
I have not had one for the last three days." 

" I wish that you would come with us to 
church/' said Nelly, in her gentle persuasive 
tones. 
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" No, no, the morning service is so long — 
maybe I shall in the afternoon. Mind, I make 
no rash promises," laughed the boy, a I am 
no great church-goer, you know !" - 

" I wish that I could persuade you, Ned," 
said Viner, gravely," but kindly, " that the 
only way to real happiness is to fear God and 
keep His Commandments." 

" Let me be happy in my own way for a 
while," cried Ned. " " I daresay that I shall 
think like you one of these days, when I am 
a sober, gray-headed old man." 

"Life is uncertain," interrupted Viner. 

" Therefore I '11 enjoy it while I can !" 

" And death— " 

" Oh ! I 've time enough to think about 
that !" cried the youth, waving his hand gaily 
as he sprang down the shingle, so light and 
agile, so full of health and strength and spirit, 
that it seemed as thoughmany years were in- 
deed before him. 

Walter fulfilled his promise to Nelly ; he 
prayed fervently and humbly for the Spirit 
of grace, that Spirit which God has promised 
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to all who ask in faith — that Spirit whose 
fruits are long-suffering and love. A peacte 
seemed to come into his heart as he prayed, a 
peace to* which his soul had long been a 
stranger — he could think of his enemy with- 
out bitter feeling, and ev«n ask for a blessing 
upon him. 

While the congregation were yet in the 
church, the violent rattling of the windows 
told of the sudden coming bn of a storm ; and 
as soon as the door was opened at the close 
of the service, the blast of cold air which swept 
in was so strong, that but for the help of her 
father's arm, Nelly could scarcely have stood 
against it. The whole sky was covered with 
dark leaden clouds — sweeping on rapidly one 
after another, the wind had swelled into a gale, 
while the broad dashes of foam over the whole 
extent of waters, and the waves that rolled 
on and broke upon the beach, flinging high in 
air their showers of white spray, showed the 
fury of the raging storm ! 

" I hope and trust that Ned Goldie is not on 
the sea !" exclaimed Nelly. 
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A crowd was collected on the shore, which 
was now increased by the greater part of the 
late congregation. Every eye was strained in 
one direction, where a little boat was seen, 
tossed like a nut-shell on the foaming waves, 
and many an exclamation of pity or of fear 
burst from the anxious lookers-on. 

" I 'd not for a hundred guineas be in that 
boat I" said one ; " he iil never get her in to 
shore !" 

" I thought she M have capsized then !" ex- 
claimed another ; " why on earth does he not 
take in the sail ?" 

" Is n't it Ned Goldie ?" said Mrs. Winter, 
who, prayer-book in hand, stood one of the 
foremost in the crowd ; " he 'd better have 
been listening in his place in church, than tak- 
ing his Sunday pleasure, poor fellow !" 

" Heaven have mercy upon him !" faltered 
Nelly, clasping her hands, and looking with 
terror upon the little boat, which seemed half 
swallowed up amidst the swelling billows. 

" It is he ! it is my boy ! Oh ! can no one 

save him !" shrieked the voice of his wretched 

« 
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mother, as she stood with arms extended wildly 
towards him, the wind blowing back the hair 
from her pale, horror-stricken face — watching 
the boat that held the idol of her heart ! 

Another awful gust ! The boy was seen in 
the boat, vainly trying to furl the fluttering, 
struggling sail ; — then there was a cry heard 
even above the roaring storm, " She 's over ! 
she 's down ! he 's ioBt \" The mother lay 
senseless on the beach — her son was strug- 
gling in the midst of the waves ! 

" Grod have pity on him ! he cannot swim !" 
oried Mrs. Winter. 

Nelly had closed her eyes in horror ; a word 
from her father made her look round in new 
fear. 

" Is it not madness to attempt it ?" said 
Viner. Walter had stripped off his coat and 
waistcoat, and was preparing to plunge into 
the surf. 

"Oh ! Walter !" exclaimed Nelly, stretch- 
ing out her hand ; — but she dared not utter 
the entreaty that rose to her lips — she dared 
not stop him in the course of duty ! 
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" Pray for me 1" whispered Walter. There 
was no time to say more ; — the next moment 
she saw him battling with the waves ! 

Motionless as a statue the young girl stood, 
able to utter no word, but pouring out her 
whole soul in fervent agonized prayer ! Now 
a head and outspread arms were seen on the 
waters, then were lost again, as a huge swell- 
ing billow rolled on, as though to sweep away 
the swimmer, or bury him beneath its weight ! 
Nelly was like one in a terrible dream ; she 
heard nothing of anything that passed around 
her, but the rush of the wind and the roar 
of the waves ; she saw nothing but the wild 
tossing waters, save when she caught a mo- 
ment's glimpse of Walter. Happy was it for 
Ned's wretched mother that she was beyond 
reach of either hearing or seeing ! 

When Mrs. Goldie recovered from her 
swoon, she found herself in the nearest house, 
which happened to be that of the baker. Her 
wild passionate inquiries received no reply but 
looks of sorrow and pity — and unable to en- 
dare the terrible suspense, the poor woman 
9 
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sprang from the bed on which she had been 
laid, and in the strength of her despai^ not- 
withstanding every effort to detain her, rushed 
back to the spot where the sight of an assem- 
bled crowd directed tier impetuous steps 1 

Alas ! for the sight that awaited her ! 
Viner was kneeling upon the shingle, support- 
ing on his bosom the head of a youth, into 
whose colorless lips he was pouring some 
spirits, and Nelly, at his side, with trembling 
eagerness, was watching the signs of returning 
animation. Mrs. Goldie gave one wild, search- 
ing look, and passed on — the face was not that 
of her son ! A little farther on lay a corpse, 
in which life had for some time been extinct. 
Stiff and cold he was stretched in death, the 
young — the beautiful — the strong. Oh ! how 
changed ! In vain every method to restore 
him had been tried — the heart and the pulse 
had ceased to beat — the sparkling eye was 
glazed, the laughing lip silent — in the midst 
of his pleasures, his follies, his sins, Ned 
Goldie'a spirit had been summoned to appear 
before his Maker ( 
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We will dwell no longer upon a scene so 
sad — no words can paint the anguish of the 
desolate mother ! We will rather reflect upon 
the comfort which it was to Walter, when fol- 
lowing the poor youth's remains to the grave, 
to feel that Heaven had enabled him to tri- 
umph over his bitter feelings, and even to 
hazard his life for the sake of one whom he 
had once regarded with hate. His efforts to 
save Ned had been in vain, he had only suc- 
ceeded in dragging the body to the shore ; but 
he had done all that it was in his power to do ; 
he had treated an enemy as he would have 
treated a brother ; and he no longer felt self- 
condemned by his own words when he prayed — 

" FORGIVE US OUR TRESPASSES, AS WE FORGIVE 
THEM THAT TRESPASS AGAINST US." 
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"ftafc as ut into ftrajtatWR." 

E was now becoming completely emp- 
tied of visitors. Every lodging put up its 
hopeless label " To let" — in the reading-room 
no one thought it worth while to attend — the 
shore was left to the fishermen, and scarcely a 
bonnet was seen in the streets ! 

Walter worked busily and well at his new 
occupation. He had really a taste for carving, 
and every article that he made was an im- 
provement upon the last. It was a great 
pleasure to him to hear Nelly admire his ele- 
gant sticks and beautiful boxes, and suggest 
little alterations and amendments. But still 
there could be no sale for anything that he 
made until the season when visitors should 
return, and with the long dreary winter and 
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bleak spring before him, Walter began se- 
riously to consider whether he should not leave 

E , and seek for employment elsewhere. 

In vain he tried to persuade himself that he 
was wanted in the shop : Viner's business was 
so small tkat he could well manage it himself 
The scanty gains were hardly sufficient for the 
bare support of three — were Walter in another 
situation he might increase the little store. 

Very dear had his quiet home become to 
Viner's adopted son, he could hardly bear to 
leave it ; and as he found by inquiry that 
there was little hope of obtaining employ- 
ment near E , he knew that to seek it he 

must go to some distance, and be separated, 
perhaps for many years, from those whom he 
most loved upon earth. 

The thought of this lay like a weight upon 
his heart, and often made him sigh heavily 
as he sat at his work. As yet he had not 
spoken on the subject either to Viner or Nelly, 
but he knew that the time was come when it 
would be necessary for him to do so. 

Three davB after the funeral of poor Ned, 
9* 
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Mrs. Winter entered the little gate. Viner 
was alone in the shop at the time, but the 
sound of her voice drew Nelly and Walter 
from the parlor, where they had both been 
engaged in their work. 

" You have just come from our joor neigh- 
bor's," said Viner. " How is Mrs. Groldie this 
morning ?" 

" Oh ! poor soul, I have scarcely left her 
since that terrible day ! She 's breaking, she's 
breaking fast, she will never hold up her head 
again 1" 

" Oh ! her 's has been indeed a heavy trial !" 
murmured Nelly. 

"Most heavy," said her neighbor, "and 
she's quite sinking under it. I've known 
mothers in sorrow for their children before 
now, but never in sorrow like her's ! There 
are many who receive deep wounds in the 
heart, but it 's sin that puts poison on the 
edge ! This poor creature is always reproach- 
ing herself, always weeping over' the wrong 
that she did to her child, though I am sure 
that she was but too fond a mother. ' Oh ! 
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had I known that his days were to be so few/ 
she cries — and then bursts into an agony of 
grief, and refuses to receive any comfort/' 

" Oh ! do you not speak to her of the Sav*- 
iour ?" cried Nelly. 

" I have spoken, and our worthy clergyman 
has spoken ; for, strange enough, G-oldie sent 
for him. But it seems as if religion rather 
added to her pain ; for when she hears of the 
mercy and goodness of God she sobs out, 
' Why did my poor boy never know Him V " 

" And Goldie," said Viner, " how does he 
bear up ?" ? 

" He looks much as usual, perhaps a little 
thinner — but he does not give way like his 
wife. I think that his heart is hardened by 
selfishness — and yet it has its warm corner 
too. He certainly has done a great deal for 
his children, has given them all that he could, 
except the best thing of all !" 

" I am sure that he must feel this blow/' 
said Nelly. 

" He neither speaks about Ned, nor will 
hear others speak ; he cannot bear his wife's 
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grief, so keeps out of her way ; he scarcely 
sees her from morning till night — she '11 not 
trouble him long, poor tiling !" 
- " I had trusted that affliction would have 
drawn him near to God," said Viner. 

Mrs. Winter shook her head. " People may 
talk about great changes," she said, " but de- 
pend upon it, when a man has gone on for 
sixty years thinking of nothing but getting on 
in the world, it 's as easy to raise the dead as 
to make him turn to religion ! We know that 
there have been miracles, but we do not dare 
to expect them ; and it would have been a 
miracle indeed had that man's heart been 
raised from the world ! I fancy that Goldie 
has more trouble in his family before him, at 
least if it is true what is said about Mat. 
After the way in which he has -brought up 
his sons, he must expect to reap as he has 
sowed" 

Viner never encouraged gossip, therefore 
asked his neighbor no question that might lead 
her to continue the subject She turned sud- 
denly towards Walter and said, " I 'm forget- 
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ting the thing that I came for ; I bring you 
a message from Goldie. I think that he feels 
grateful — at least as grateful as such a man 
can feel, for your attempt to save his poor 
hoy. He wishes you to step over and see 
him ; I hope that he is going to do something 
good for you, Walter/' 

The shutters of Goldie's shop, which had 
been put up before the funeral, had been again 
taken down, and except that one bright 
young face was seen there no more, the place 
looked much as usual. Walter found Goldie 
in the back parlor — his poor wife had never 
left her bed. Of how much comfort and ease 
that parlor told, with its nice furniture, gay 
carpet, little mirror above the mantel-piece, 
and framed portraits of the three sons hung 
on the wall ! Yet to Walter's eye there was 
something deeply sad in the place, where com- 
fort might be, but happiness was not! 

Goldie received the youth kindly. What- 
ever remembrances the sight of Walter must 
have brought to the mind of the bereaved 
father, he showed little emotion on meeting ; 

Digitized by GoOgle 



106 WALTER binning: 

his voice might be somewhat tremulous, that 
was all — there were no tears nor signs of deep 
sorrow. 

" I owe you something, Binning," he said, 
holding out his hand, " and I am not the man 
to forget it. You must be making a poor 
thing of it at Viner's, I should say ; perhaps 
you are beginning to look out for something 
better ?" 

He stopped, as if for an answer ; Walter 
made no reply, but listened eagerly to what 
was to follow. 

" Mine is a large business/' said Goldie, a 
little proudly, "and besides that I have a 
house and lodgings to let, as you know, at the 
other end of the town. I shall want assistance 
in the shop, especially now that Mrs. Goldie is 
ill, and" — he paused, for he would not allude 
to the son whom he had lost — " and I should 
be happy, Binning, to take you in, with a 
handsome salary now, and a prospect of future 
partnership if we find that we suit one an- 
other." 

The heart of Walter leapt with delight ! 



y Google 



THE ADOPTED SON. 107 

The prospect of comfort, independence, with- 
out separation from his friends, seemed so 
much more than he had ever dared to hope, 
that his first feeling was one of unmixed joy 1 
The, second, however, was of difficulty and 
doubt, and Goldie read it in the changing ex- 
pression of his face. 

" Well, what do you say to it ?" cried the 
fruiterer, rather impatiently, "is not my offer 
a fair one ?" 

" Most kind, most generous, and I shall ac- 
cept it with gratitude, if I may only be as- 
sured that in serving the shop I shall never 
be required to do anything against my con- 
science." 

" Your conscience ! Oh f that is some of 
Viner's cant, that won't do with me/' cried 
Goldie. " If you live with me, you must do 
as I do, and have none of your nonsense about 
Sunday. You had better understand that 
clearly from the first, and put your conscience 
in your pocket, like a sensible man/' 

"Then I'm afraid—" 

" Don't make a foolish decision in a hurry, 
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that you will be sorry for all your life. There's 
a customer just come in, I see ; I must go to 
the shop to attend to him. Kemain here, and 
think over the offer that I have made ; you '11 
never have such another chance of getting on 
wpll in the world." 

Walter sat alone in G-oldie's back parlor, 
buried in deep, anxious thought, drawn in op- 
posite directions, by two strong powers, duty 
on one side, inclination on the other. There 
were so many reasons for accepting G-oldie's 
kindness ; he would be independent, he could 
help his friends, he would see them every day 
— perhaps he might even do some spiritual 
good in the house of this irreligious man. 
But to all this conscience had but one answer. 
If he who asks the Almighty to lead him not 
into temptation, wilfully, with his eyes open, 
throws himself into it, how dare he hope for 
the protection of Heaven ? Should he delib- 
erately agree to disregard God's command- 
ment, how could he ask or expect that a bless- 
ing should attend him ! Nelly's favorite text 
seemed to ring in his ears, The Messing of the 
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Lord it maketh rich, and He addeth no sorrow 
thereto. 

When Goldie returned from his customer, 
he found Walter with his poind quite made 
up. Gratefully, but firmly, the youth declined 
his offer, and Viner's adopted son returned to 
his humble home, not, perhaps, without some 
feeling of regret, but with a comfortable con- 
sciousness in his mind, that however foolish 
man might think his decision, he had acted 
wisely in the sight of Heaven. 

And let me pause one moment; to entreat 
my reader, before he takes any important step 
in life, thus to make conscience his«first coun- 
sellor and friend. Providence may place us 
in situations of temptation, and then we have 
every encouragement to struggle on bravely, 
putting our trust in the promised aid of Him 
who is able to make us more than conquer- 
ors. But let us beware how we place ourselves 
in such, confiding in our own power to resist 
evil Let him that thinketh he standeth, take 
heed lest he fall ; let him avoid the place and 
the society that may draw him into sin ; and 
10 
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never forget that the prayer put into the 
mouths of all by One who knew our weakness 
and our proneness to err, was — 

"Lead us &ot into Temptation." 
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" The very sight of his handwriting makes 
me feel unead^," thought Goldie, as the post- 
man placed in his hand a letter, bearing the 
London post-mark. He walked into his par- 
lor, and broke open the seal, and with many 
an expression of annoyance and even anger, 
read the contents of the letter. 

" Why, this is worse than I even feared ! 
evil tidings indeed ! That boy seems to have 
been born to be the torment of my life ! 
What a world is this — full of vexations and 
troubles ! Here am I, who have been laboring 
all my life for my children, doing all, sparing 
nothing, making every effort ; and just when 
I hoped that I should have some comfoit at 
last, one of them is taken away, and the other 
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— worse ! Well," continued he, violently ring- 
ing the bell, " something must be done, and 
at once. Aleck is prosperous and rich, that 
is one good thing ; he will do something ; I 
must see him directly. There is no use in 
showing this letter to my wife, she is fretting 
herself to death already." 

The servant-girl hurrieftly answered the bell. 

•'•' Bring my boots and great-coat," said 
Goldie, " and tell your miStress that I 'm called 
away on business, and may not be back till to- 
n%ht or to-morrow morning. I think I '11 
sleep at Aleck's," he continued, speaking to 
himself, " the nights are so bitterly cold at 
this season, and I 've no mind to get an attack 
of rheumatism." 

With a heavy heart the fruiterer took his 
place in the railway train that was about to 
start for Brighton. It was a bleak November 
day, and the dull prospect, and the chill biting 
wind, seemed quite in harmony with his feel- 
ings. When the Christian suffers he can look 
to Heaven, and comfort himself with the 
thought that his portion is not here ; but when 



y Google 



THE ADOPTED SON. 113 

the worldly man loses earthly joy, he is losing 
his all y his only treasure, he has nothing to 
hope for beyond ! The only comfort to 
Goldie's mind, in his distress, was the pros- 
perity of Aleck, his favorite son ; and even 
in the midst of his sorrow for the two others, 
it was a proud feeling to the father that he was 
going for the first time to see him settled in 
a home of his own, a wealthy man, a distin- 
guished man, one who could help to raise the 
whole family. 

Goldie took a conveyance from the station ; 
he had never yet been to his don's house in 
Brighton, and indeed was a stranger to the 
whole place, as he had rarely quitted his shop 

in E . As he stopped at the door of a 

comfortable-looking dwelling, a carriage con- 
taining a lady drove off ; he had but a glimpse 
oi her face in a fine bonnet, whose crape flow- 
ers and shining bugles seemed expressly de- 
signed to make mourning look as lively as pos- 
sible ; he knew h«r to be the wife of his son, 
and not a little proud the fruiterer felt to be 

able to call such a fine lady his daughter. 
10* 
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Goldie's loud knock at the door was answered 
by a servant in livery. Even the painful er- 
rand upon which the father had come could 
not prevent his exulting in the idea of grand- 
eur so new to him ! He would have passed 
in at once, as into his own shop, but the foot- 
man stood in the doorway, eyeing him saucily 
from head to foot. 

" Is your master at home ?" said Goldie, 
trying to push forward into the hall. 

" Not at home," replied the man, half clos- 
ing the door. 

" Then I '11 wait till he comes in. I must 
see him. Where has he gone ?" 

" You can't see him ; he sees no one ; he 's 
expecting his hair-dresser." 

" His hair-dresser !" exclaimed Goldie, " b£t 
I am his father !" and pushing the astonished 
footman aside, he entered the house, and was 
at once guided by the sound of a well-known 
whistled air to the room in which Aleck was 
seated. 

" Is that you, De la Eue ! why — how— can 
it be 1" exclaimed the young man, rising in 
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surprise on the sudden entrance of his father. 
He had not seen him since the death of poor. 
Ned, and scarcely knew in what manner to 
meet him. 

" You did not think to see me here," said 
Goldie, grasping his hand, " but I have come 
upon business, urgent business, Aleck. Sit 
down, my dear boy, I will let you know alL 
I could not rest till I had consulted with you." 

Aleck threw himself down again on his lux- 
urious arm-chair, with an uncomfortable per- 
suasion that something disagreeable was com- 
ing, as his father drew from the pocket of his 
coat a letter, which he knew to be in the hand- 
writing of his brother. 

" That will tell its own tale," said Goldie, 
handing it with a sigh to his son. 

Frowning $nd biting his lip, Aleck read the 
letter to himself " This is bad indeed, very 
bad/' he said, as he handed it back to his 
father. " What an unreasonable sum he re- 
quires — he shows very little consideration for 
you." 

" And I have not the money 1" cried Goldie, 
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earnestly, " I really have not the money, were 
it to save him from the gallows ! My house 
did not let well this year — the season is over 
— I have had heavy expenses — poor Ned's fu- 
neral — your mother's constant illness, every 
thing seems to go wrong with me now ! Your 
brother's ruined — positively ruined, if he can- 
not command this large sum, and I 've no one 
to look to — but you 1" 

" Me !" exclaimed Aleck, raising his eye- 
brows, and pushing back his chair a little. 
" It is impossibly that I can help you, quite 
impossible, you had better understand that 
clearly at onop ; I have a wife to think «f, you 
know." 

" He is your only brother now — " 
" An extravagant, unprincipled fellow ! Are 
those who have gone on steadily through life 
to pay for the follies of such !" 
"If you would but assist me — " % 
"I tell you it's impossible 1" cried Aleck, 
raising his voice. 

"You will live in luxury," said Goldie, 
glancing reproachfully round at tKe elegant, 
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luxurious apartment of hte son, " and leave 
your brother to be ruined, disgraced — " 

" That is his own fault, not min$," replied 
Aleck. 

" If not for his sake," cried Gk)ldie, more 
earnestly, " for mine — for your mother's— *your 
poor afflicted mother's ! She is almost broken- 
hearted already with her loss ; a blow like this 
would bring her to her grave/' 

" All this is very unpleasant/' said\Aleck, 
rising impatiently. " I tell you it 's not to be 
done." 

"You forget," said his father, his face 
flushing with anger ; " you forget all the sac- 
rifices made for yourself. How I scraped every 
pound, every sixpence together to place you 
at an expensive school, to give you an educa- 
tion without which you could never have risen 
as you have done ; how I was in debt for years 
to raise the sum required to set you out in life 
to such advantage ; how I — " 

"There's the hairdresser!" cried Aleck, 
with a look of relief—" I 'm sorry that I shall 
be engaged this evening. Won't you take a 
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glass of wine before you go ? Shall I order 
my servant to call a fly ? I really am afraid 
of your delaying your return, for at this time 
of year it is dangerous for persons of your age 
to be out in the cold night-air/' 

Gdidie could not for a minute speak; he 
was actually choking with mingled passion and 
grief; then recovering himself, he went up 
close to his son, and said in a low, thrilling 
tone, " If no other motive will touch you, 
think of yourself. The disgrace of your family 
must be shared by you ; remember that you 
bear the same name !" 

" That decides me upon doing what I have 
thought of before, changing it for that of my 
wife." 

Goldie rushed from the house, as from the 
den of a serpent, with a determination never 
to enter it again. The reed on which he had 
leant had pierced him to the heart, all that 
he had hoped for once had been attained only 
to make him more wretched. Vanity of vani- 
ties was written upon what he had most loved ! 
And yet what right had the worldly man to 
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complain ? He had taught his children to 
break the Fourth Commandment, could-he 
wonder that they disregarded the Fifth: he 
had lived all his life in rebellion and disobe- 
dience to his heavenly Father, and dare he 
hope to find affection in his own children ! 

Evils were thickening upon him ; troubles un- 
sanctified, and therefore intolerable. The ruin 
of Mat garve the finishing stroke to the misery of 
his unhappy mother. She lay on her deathbed, 
broken-hearted, desponding ! Goldie had seen 
one son cut off in the flower of his days, an- 
other was dragging him down to poverty and 
shame — the third, his darling, the pride of his 
soul, had inflicted on the heart of his parent 
perhaps the deepest wound of all. 

Sickness, bereavement — and far sharper pov- 
erty had visited the home of Viner ; but to 
him every evil had brought forth good, every 
evil was certain to end in joy. In the words 
of the suffering apostle he could say, Our light 
affliction, which is but for a moment y worketh 
for us afar more exceeding and eternal weight 
of glory! But, oh ! the bitterness of spirit 
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of hi™ who has lived for the world, and sought 
nothing beyond, when he finds at last that his 
idol is but dust and ashes ! With regret for 
the past, disappointment in the present, and 
no hope to brighten the future, only age, and 
the grave, and the judgment before him — he 
indeed is tasting of the dregs of life — is reap- 
ing a harvest of woe ! Poverty may rouse in- 
dustry, sickness show forth patience, sorrow 
increase submission— death lead to glory — Sin 
is the one great evil to be feared. Oh ! Lord — 

" DeLIVEB US FBOM Em." 
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The hail was falling fast, drifted by the 
piercing wind which howled in the chimneys, 
and seemed to shake the dwelling. 

"I wish that my father had come -back," 
said Nelly, as she returned again from the little 
gate whence she had been anxiously watching 
for her parent. 

" Our good clergyman will keep him under 
shelter/' said Walter, " he will not be back 
till this hail-storm is over !" 

" I almost dread his return," sighed Nelly. 
" I know that I ought to wish him success in 
his endeavors to procure that situation for you 
in London — and yet — " 

"You feel surely that it is right that I 

should go ?" 

11 
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"It is right, Walter/' replied the girl. 

" To remain here in E would be only to 

suflfer with us, not to help us. If it should 
please Heaven that you should return — if you 
should ever come back — " She could not go 
on, but turned her head aside to hide the tears 
that would have their course. 

" I will return, Nelly, if I live, I will ! It 
is only to relieve you of a burden that I quit 
you. I will work hard — save hard for your 
sake." 

At this moment a poor, grayheaded man, 
slowly made his way up the street. He seemed 
almost beaten back by the pelting hail, and 
stopping as he reached Viner's little shop, 
leant on the gate as if for support. 

" Let us ask him to come in to shelter," 
whispered Nelly — and Walter immediately 
invited him to step in. 

The gray-haired man obeyed in silence — 
with a step so faltering — a look of such emo- 
tion, as though the voice of kindness were 
strange to him — that the hearts of the young 
people were touched with compassion. They 
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had «K)t read in vain the injunction in the 
Bible, Use hospitality without grudging : be 
not forgetful to entertain strangers; but with- 
out waiting for any request from the weary 
man, they brought him dry clothes, asked 
him into the parlor, and offered bim a chair 
by the fire. 

The guest was not yet past the strength of 
manhood, but all its life and spirit appeared 
gone. His face was wrinkled, its expression 
sad, his hand trembled as if with age, and 
when he at last spoke his voice was faltering 
and low. 

" Here is one who has drunk deep of the 
cup of sorrow/' thought Nelly, and her manner, 
ever gentle, became more kindly than before. 

" Shall I set food before him ?" she whis- 
pered to Walter. 

" By all means — he looks ready to faint." 

" But Walter — we have but a half-loaf left 
in the house — and our till is to-day quite 
empty !" There was a look of meek submis- 
sion on her pale face, that went to the heart 
of Walter. 
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" Yet give to him, Nelly, let him share that 
loaf. i He that giveth to the poor lendeth to 
the Lord.' " Nelly smiled, and set the bread 
upon the table. 

" God bless you, and reward you a thousand 
fold 1" said the guest — not touching however 
the proffered food, but looking around the 
comfortless abode with an expression of in- 
terest and sadness. 

" Is this house yours ?" he at last said to 
Walter, fixing his dark eyes earnestly upon 
him. . 

" Oh ! no, it belongs to my adopted father, 
whose name you see over the gate." 

" An4 your name ?" said the stranger — 

"Is Walter Binning." 

The guest remained silent, and the silence 
lasted so long, that at length it became pain- 
ful, and Nelly, in order to break it, said — 

"I fear that you have known much sorrow ?" 

" Such sorrow as I trust that you may never 
know !" 

" But the Lord can bring light out of dark- 
ness," said Walter. 
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" He can indeed — bless you for the word !" 
cried the stranger suddenly, clasping his hands 
— and turning towards the young man with a 
look of mingled sorrow and joy. " God can 
bring light out of darkness — good out of evil ! 
He can bring the sinner to His feet, and the 
rebel to a throne — all things are possible to 
Him ! Were you to know my story," he con- 
tinued more rapidly, " you would indeed won- 
der at the power of God, to whom belongs the 
kingdom over the hearts of men ! If ever 
there was a sinner — I was one ; if ever there 
was a soul stained by guilt — that soul was 
mine ! I had struggled against conscience, I 
had turned from my God — I was rushing on 
in the broad way that leadeth to destruction, 
and yet the hand of mercy could find me even 
there !" 

Walter and Nelly listened with interest and 
surprise to a confession so frank and so unex- 
pected. The stranger went on, in his rapid, 
earnest manner, as though he found it a relief 
to his heart to pour out its fulness. 

" It is well, my children, it is well that you 
11* 
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should know something of the man whom you 
have welcomed to your hearth. I once was 
young, unsuspicious as yourselves ; mine was 
a kind heart, and a g free open hand ; I neither 
thought of want, nor feared temptation. From 
how slight a cause men's ruin may spring! 
At a place of amusement I once met with a 
youth. I found him pleasant ; we conversed 
. — met again and again ; — he became my com- 
panion — most dangerous companion ! He was 
One who despised religion, and laughed at the 
word conscience — he gained an influence over 
my young mind, and made use of it to ruin 
his so-called friend ! As you love your peace 
— as you love your own soul," continued the 
stranger, addressing himself earnestly to Wal- 
ter, " oh ! avoid the society of such. Let my 
fate be to you like a beacon on a quicksand, 
to warn you from that which brings destruc^ 
tion ! 

" He took me to scenes from which I once 
would have shrunk — he led me into habits 
which I should once have blushed to form ; I 
acquired a thirst for amusement and excite- 
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ment, and where was I to find means to grat- 
ify that thirst ! I was then a poor apprentice 
in London ; a generous friend had paid the 
sum required by my master, for I myself was 
a penniless orphan. I was not only without 
money, but in debt, and following a career 
which plunged me deeper and deeper into it. 
I had but little credit — no means of gaining 
money. Oh ! when conscience is stifled, and 
religion set aside, how easy is the transition 
from the debtor to the thief I My companion 
first taught me to embezzle from my master ; 
my guilt was suspected, I was seized, sent 
to prison, a day was appointed for my trial* 
As my character until now had been consid- 
ered respectable, I was admitted to bail, and 
the same generous friend who had helped me 
before on my setting out in life, became my 
security now. 

" It is better indeed not to relate what fol- 
lowed ; but I wish you to know all — I would 
have nothing concealed. I felt that my case 
would not stand a trial — I was visited again 
by my evil companion, the tempter who had 
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led me to disgrace. Urged by him, or rather 
by my own guilty fears, I broke faith with my 
friend, escaped into France, and led there a 
life the remembrance of which would bow me 
to the dust had I not learned to hope that even 
the chief of sinners might find mercy ! 

" I married, lost my wife in the first year 
of our union, then returned to my own coun- 
try under a false name ; and in company with 
men as guilty as myself, supported myself by 
the gains of dishonesty. 

" Why should I tell all this," exclaimed the 
stranger, " but that you may shun the paths 
in which I fell — that you may learn from one 
who speaks from terrible experience, that there 
is no wretchedness on earth like that of guilt, 
and flee betimes from the approach of the 
tempter ! There may be the loud laugh, the 
burst of wild mirth, the feast, the revel, the 
intoxicating draught — but oh ! the bitterness 
— the sickening joylessness within, where the 
soul dare not turn its gaze on itself, when it 
seeks excitement to stifle thought, when soli- 
tude is terrible — reflection is intolerable/' 



y Google 



THE ADOPTED SON. 129 

Walter thought of the miser's fifty-pound 
bank-note, and lifted his heart in gratitude 
to Him who had saved him in the hour of 
temptation. 

" At last/' resumed the stranger, " what I 
dreaded — happened ; the strong hand of the 
law arrested me in my wretched career of 
guilt. I was sent to Newgate, tried, con- 
demned. I deserved my sentence. I knew that 
I deserved it ; but my soul rebelled against its 
just punishment. I was becoming hardened 
and reckless in misery — hardened in despair ! 

" And thus might I have sunk lower and 
lower, till I had perished at last in my sin ; 
but the day before I was sent from my coun- 
try, leaving, as I believed, not one friend be- 
hind, I received a letter from the same benev- 
olent man who had twice before been ready to 
aid ma At a time when I was brought down, 
crushed to the dust, when all the rest of the 
world shunned and despised me, that man 
came forward, unwearied in well-doing, and 
offered to do me an important service, which 
I dared not have asked of a brother ! 
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" The letter enclosed a little book, Baxters 
Call to the Unconverted, with an earnest re- 
quest from the writer that I would read it 
once carefully over. At another time I would 
have flung it aside with contempt, if not with 
anger ; but my heart was softened by un- 
merited kindness, I could not refuse the only 
request made by one to whom I was indebted 
for so much. Doubtless that book was sent 
with prayer, and carried a blessing with it 1 

" I read it — it showed me my own fearful 
state, even more fearful than I had believed 
it to be j but it did not leave me to despair. 
It told of mercy and pardon even for the worst 
of sinners ; it told of the blood that washes 
away guilt, of the Spirit that can give a new 
clean heart ; it told of the power of religion 
over the human soul, and I believed it, for the 
character of the man who had given it showed 
forth the reality of that power I" 

" Oh ! that I could see and know that 
man !" exclaimed Nelly. 

" You know him, that manis — yourfather !" 
cried the stranger, springing forward to meet 
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Viner who entered at that moment, and throw- 
ing himself into his arms ! 

Viner had returned disheartened and sad, 
for he had been unsuccessful in his efforts to 
obtain a situation for his adopted son. There 
are times when even the true Christian feels 
his faith weak ; Viner had found it difficult 
to strengthen his heart in the Lord : he seemed 
like Peter when sinking in the waves ; " Lord ! 
help me I" was his silent prayer. He came 
back in sorrow— he was met by joy — the little 
seed which, ten years before he had sown in 
faith, had sprung up to bear a thousand-fold ; 
the voice of thanksgiving was in the dwelling 
of the righteous, the Almighty had not been 
trusted in vain ! 

Oh ! what a blessed answer to Walter's 
prayers ! With what joy he looked upon his 
restored parent, and received the blessing of 
his long-lost father ! It was some time be- 
fore any thing like composure was restored to 
the circle, or the elder Binning could continue 
his account. 

" Let no one presume on the goodness of 
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God, because He has sometimes worked won- 
ders of mercy, and saved him whom man would 
condemn. Terrible is its awakening to a soul 
that has kng gone on in a course of sin ; — 
they who never have wandered so far from the 
right way, know not the difficulty, the an- 
guish, of retracing their steps ! If any would 
learn what it is to repent, let him study the 
fifty-first Psalm of King David ; there the 
sorrows of a broken and contrite heart are ex- 
pressed by one who himself had felt all the 
bitterness of deep remorse ; how often, my son, 
have I wept over that Psalm, and applied 
every verse to myself; praised be God that I 
could also repeat words from the same inspired 
writer — and trust that might be written for 
me, Blessed is the man whose transgression is 
forgiven^ whose sin is covered! Blessed is 
the man to whom the Lord imputeth not in- 
iquity. 

" After I had reason humbly to hope that I 
had received pardon for my sins through the 
merits of my Saviour, my mind "naturally 
turned to the thought how I could make some 
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amends to man for all the wrongs that I had 
done him. My debt to Viner, above all. lay 
heavy on my conscience ; and as soon as the 
term of my punishment was over, I determined 
never to return to my country, till I had earned 
sufficient to pay it. I worked like a slave in 
a land where toil brings a far higher reward 
than it does here. I grudged myself even my 
necessary comforts ; I broke on the hours of 
my needful rest, till the great object of my 
efforts was attained. God blessed my labors 
beyond my hopes; I gathered sufficient to cover 
my debt, and worked my way home as a com- 
mon sailor that I might not encroach on my 
earnings. And now, with what pleasure do 
I return what I owe," continued Binning, lay- 
ing bank-note after bank-note on the table ; 
" return what I owe ! I can never return it ! 
You helped me in trouble — you saved me from 
despair, you have brought up my son to virtue, 
industry, and religion — were I to pour out my 
life's blood for you now, I could never repay 
yon what I owe !" 

" Oh! my God," exclaimed Viner, looking 
12 
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upwards, while tears of gratitude forced their 
way down his cheeks, " to Thee be the honor, 
to Thee be the praise — 

" ' Fob Thine is the Kingdom, the Power, 
and the Glory !' " 
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Again nearly ten years have passed, and for 
the last time we revisit E , now a thriv- 
ing, populous town. Where is the little shop 
with its wooden gate, where Viner so long 
passed his humble but useful life, and bore 
the yoke of poverty so meekly ? We now 
look in vain for the spot where it stood — like 
other earthly things it has passed away : an- 
other building now occupies what was once its 
site ; its place remembers it no more. 

But the large shop on the opposite side of 
the street is standing yet, and looks more 
flourishing than ever, with its baskets of ripe 
plums and tempting peaches, decked out with 
bunches of cut flowers in the gay windows. 
A young woman is within, engaged ' m tying 
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up nosegays, herself fresh and blooming as 
the flowers. Her own little blossom, her first- 
born child, is perched upon the counter beside 
her ; and often the mother stops in her pleas- 
ant employment to imprint a fond kiss on his 
dimpled cheek, or bid her little one try to call 
" Father !* 

" Ah ! darling, you must not spoil the pretty 
flowers," she said playfully, as the child seized 
upon a rose. " Do you not know that this is 
mother's wedding-day, and when father comes 
in he must find everything looking bright and 
beautiful for him ! I must give you over to 
grandfather's care — if he will look after my 
troublesome pet ! There, is he not a darling 
— are you not proud of him !" cried Nelly, 
as she placed her blooming boy in the arms 
of Viner. 

Mrs. Winter at this moment entered the 
shop. She had grown old, and now wore 
widow's weeds, but her face was still placid 
and cheerful as before. 

" I have brought you the cake, Nelly," said 
she, laying an elegant sugared pyramid before 
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her, " is it not fit for a wedding-day feast ? 
Do you remember just this day twenty years 
ago, whei* you were no higher than this coun- 
ter, your coming to my shop to buy half-a- 
dozen biscuits .as a treat for your expected 
new brother ? Ah ! he is more to you now 
than he was then !" 

" How can I remember so far back ?" 
laughed Nelly. 

" It seems to me as though it were scarce 
a day since ! There stood Goldie — poor man ! 
— who once owned this shop — a prosperous 
man he was then ! He laughed, I remember, 
at your childish honesty, laughed at your 
father's kind adoption of Walter — he thought 
only of getting on in the world ! And whfit 
has it all come to at last ? There is now an- 
other name above his door, there is another 
face behind his counter — h$ lies in the church- 
yard beside his poor wife, and his very name 
is almost forgotten ! And this is the end of 
his labors and his cares, his rising up early and 
late taking rest — hid* flattering, and toiling, 
and unscrupulous ways ! All that is left to 
12* 
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him now of his gains is a coffin, and a shroud, 
and a few feet of earth !" 

" Alas I poor Goldie," said Nelly, sadly, 
" he was unfortunate !" 

" Unhappy, if you will, but not unfortunate, 
fortune had nothing to do with either his lot 
or your father's. Worldliness, Sabbath-break- 
ing, neglect; of religion, only brought forth 
their natural'fruits to Goldie — while all Viner's 
present happiness and prosperity arose from — " 

The old man turned towards her with glis- 
tening eyes, pressing his little grandchild closer 
to his heart, while he closed her sentence with 
Nelly's favorite text, The blessing of the Lord 
it maheth rich, and He addeth no sorrow 
thereto. 

Walter now entered, with a springing step 
and bright eye. His child stretched out his 
little arms to go to him, and Nelly greeted her 
husband with a smile. 

" You see that I have not forgotten what 
day it is," he said gaily, laying down on the 
counter a beautifully carved box, with his 
wife's name cut on the lid. " That is my wed- 
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ding-present for you, dear Nelly ; as it has 
pleased God to prosper us so well in business, 
and between my carving and your fruit-sell- 
ing, we now have enough and to spare ; I have 
resolved to keep a poor-box from this time, 
and on the first day of the week, as St. Paul 
recommends, lay aside of our earnings for the 
needy." 

" Well, Viner," observed Mrs. Winter, as 
she was leaving the place, and turned to bid 
farewell to the aged Christian on whose sil- 
very hair and venerable brow the rich glow of 
the setting sun was falling ; " if I were asked 
to name a truly happy man, I should not have 
fer to look for one — I should point to you in 
your arm-chair there, with your loving family 
around you." 

Yes, the bright calm sunset was a beautiful 
type of the old age of the pious Christian ! 
He looked back on an honest, well-spent life 
— he looked forward to a better life to come ; 
the present was full of richest blessings, but 
the richest of all was the hope of heaven that 
brightened the thoughts of the future ! His 
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adopted son was now his son indeed ; his 
daughter was happy in the love of one whom 
he himself had trained to industry and piety 
— and now, honored and beloved, he was draw- 
ing towards his home, at peace with his God, 
and at peace with mankind — his hoary head a 
crown of righteousness ! 

But think not that upon his faith or his good 
works, Viner rested his hope of glory ! He 
would have shrunk from the thought as much 
as the poor convict who now slumbered beneath 
the shadow of the church, with a single text 
inscribed on his tomb, " The blood of Jesus 
Christ deansebh from all sin!" 

And now, young reader, before you close 
these pages, pause and consider what was the 
difference between Viner and Goldie, between 
the man of the world and the servant of God. 
As Mrs. Winter had observed, it was no strange 
chance, no wonderful turn of fortune, that gave 
happiness to the one or misery to the other. 
Eeview their story, and you will see that ex- 
actly as they sowed they reaped — that the por- 
tion which each chose he received — that bless- 



y Google 



THE ADOPTED SON. 141 

ings naturally sprang from the conduct of the 
one, disappointment from the acts of the other. 
And oh ! if even in this world God's chil- 
dren are the happiest, what will it be in the 
world which is to come ! On this earth our 
harvest is only begun, whether of holy joy or 
the sorrows of sin. But when ages upon ages 
have rolled on, when the heavens and the earth 
have passed away, then still the unrepenting 
will be suffering, the faithful enjoying in eter- 
nity! From this hour resolve which path 
you will choose — life or death is now set be- 
fore you. If you choose the world and its 
pleasures of a season, oh ! remember that the 
toagcs of sin is death. Youth must pass, 
strength must pass, life itself must pass away, 
with all that it could give here below ; but 
the Christian shall dwell in the mansions of 
light — shall rejoice in unchangeable bliss with 
his God — 

" Fob eveb and eveb. Amen !" 
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same: O glre to us dai-ly Our por-tion of 




bread ; It is from thy bounty That all must be fed. 



Our Father in heaven. 

We hallow Thy name ; 
May Thy kingdom holy 

On earth be the same ; 
give to us daily 

Our portion of bread; 
It is from Thy bounty 

That all must be fed. 

Forgive our transgression, 

And teach us to know 
That humble compassion 

Which pardons each foe. 
Keep us from temptation, 

From weakness and sin ; 
And Thine be the glory, 

For ever. Amen. 
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" Had you not better go on a little fester 
with your work, Polly ?" said Minnie Wing- 
field, glancing up for a minute from her own, 
over which her little fingers had been busily 
moving, and from which she now for the first 
time raised her eyes. 

" I wish that there was no such thing as 
work !" exclaimed Polly, from her favorite 
seat by the school-room window, through 
which she had been watching the bees 
thronging in and out of their hive, some 
flying away to seek honied treasure, some re- 
turning laden with it to their home. 

" I think that work makes one enjoy play 

more," replied Minnie, her soft voice scarcely 

heard amidst the confusion of sounds which 
1* 
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filled the school-room, for there was a spelling- 
class answering questions at the moment, and 
the hum of voices from the boys' school-room, 
which adjoined that of the girls, added not a 
little to the noise. 

The house might itself be regarded as a 
hive, its rosy-cheeked scholars as a little 
swarm of bees, and knowledge as the honey 
of which they were in search, drawn, not 
from flowers, but from the leaves of certain 
dog's-eared books, which had few charms for 
the eyes of Polly Bright. 

" I never have any play !" said the little 
girl, peevishly. "As soon as school is over, 
and I should like a little fun, there is Johnny 
to be looked after, and the baby to be carried. 
I hate the care of children, mother knows that 
I do, and I think that baby is always crying 
on purpose to tease me \" 

" Tet it- must be pleasant to think that 
"you are helping your mother, and doing your 
duty." 

Polly uttered a little grunting sound, which 
did not seem like consent, and ran her needle 
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two or three times into her seam, always draw- 
ing it back instead of pushing it through, 
which every one knows is not the way to get 
on with work. 

" Why even these little bees," Minnie con- 
tinued, " have a sort of duty of their own, and 
how steadily they set about it !" 

" Pretty easy duty ! playing among flowers, 
and feasting upon honey !" 

"Oh! but—" 

" Minnie Wingfield, no talking allowed in 
school !" cried thQ, teacher, from the top of 
the room, turning towards the corner near the 
window. " Polly Bright, you are always the 
last in your class." 

This time the lazy fingers did draw the 
needle through, but a cross ill-tempered look 
was on the face of the little girl, while her 
companion, Minnie, coloring at the reproof, 
only worked faster than before. 

We will leave them seated on their bench 
with their sewing in their hands, and passing 
through the little window, as only authors 
and their readers can do, cross the narrow 
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garden with its small rows of cabbages and 
onions, bordered by a line of stunted goose- 
berry bushes, and mixing with the busy in- 
habitants of the hive, glide through the tiny 
opening around which they cluster, and enter 
the palace of the bees. Now I have a sus- 
picion, that though my young readers may 
be well acquainted with honey-comb and 
honey, and have even had hives on a bench in 
their own gardens, they never in their lives 
have been inside. one, and are totally ignorant 
of the language of bees. For your benefit, 
therefore, I intend to translate a little of the 
buzzing chit-chat of the winged nation; andj 
begging you to consider yourself as little as 
possible, conduct you at once to the palace of 
Queen Farina. 

A very curious and beautiful palace it is, the 
Crystal Palace itself is not more perfect in its 
way. Look at the long line of cells, framed 
with the nicest care, row above row, built of 
pure white wax, varnished with gum, and 
filled with provisions for the winter ! Yon- 
der are the nurseries for the infant bees ; 
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these larger apartments are for the royal 
race ; that — largest of all — is the state cham- 
ber of the queen ! How straight are the pass- 
ages, just wide enough to let two travellers 
pass without jostling ! And as for the in- 
habitants of this singular palace, or rather, I 
should say, this populous city, though for a 
moment you may think them all hurrying 
and bustling about in utter confusion, I as- 
sure you that they are governed by the 
strictest order, each knows her own business, 
her own proper place ! I am afraid that be- 
fore you are well acquainted with your small 
companions, you may find some difficulty in 
knowing one from another, as each bee looka 
as much like her neighbor as a pin does to a 
pin. I am not speaking, of course, of her 
majesty the queen, distinguished as she is 
from all her subjects by the dignified length 
of her figure and the shortness of her wings ; 
but you certainly would not discover, unless 
I told you, that the little creature hanging 
from the upper comb is considered a beauty 
in Bee-land. You must at once fancy your 
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eyes powerful microscopes, till a daisy is en- 
larged to the size of a table, and the thread 
of a spider to a piece of stout whip-cord ; for 
not till then can you find out the smallest 
reason why Sipsyrup should be vain of her 
beauty. Yet why should she not pride her- 
self on her slender shape or her fine down !— 
vanity may seem absurd in a bee, but surely 
it is yet more so in any reasonable creature, 
to whom sense has been given to know the 
trifling worth of mere outside looks ; and I 
fear that I may have amongst my young 
readers some no wiser than little Sipsyrup. 

She is not buzzing eagerly about like her 
companions, who are now working in various 
parties ; some raising the white walls of the 
cells ; some carrying away small cuttings of 
wax, not to be thrown away, but used in some 
other place, for bees are very careful and 
thrifty ; some putting a fine brown polish on 
the combs, made of a gum gathered from the 
k buds of the wild poplar ; some bringing in 
provisions for the little workmen, who are too 
busy to go in search of it themselves. No, 
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Sipsyrup seems in her hive as little satisfied 
as Polly in her school-room, as she hangs 
quivering her wings with an impatient move- 
ment, very unworthy of a sensible bee. 

" A fine morning this !" buzzed an indus- 
trious young insect, making bee-bread with 
all her might. I may here remark, that the 
subject of the weather is much studied in 
hives, and that their inhabitants show a 
knowledge of it that might put to shame 
some of the learned amongst us. I am not 
aware that they ever make use of barometers, 
but it is said that they manage seldom to be 
caught in a shower, and take care to keep at 
home when there is thunder. 

"A fine morning, indeed !" replied Sip- 
syrup. " Yes, the sunshine looks tempting 
enough to be sure ; no doubt the flowers are 
all full of honey, and the hills covered with 
thyme ; but of what use is this to a poor 
nurse-bee like me, scarcely allowed to snatch 
a hasty sip for myself, but obliged to look 
after these wretched little larvaa (that is the 
name given to young baby-bees), and carry 
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home tasteless pollen to make bread for them, 
when I might be enjoying myself in the sun- 
shine r 

" We once were larvae ourselves," meekly 
observed Silverwing. 

" Yes, and not very long ago/' replied Sip- 
syrup rather pertly, glancing at the whitish 
down that showed her own youth ; for it was 
but three days since she had quitted her own 
nursery, which may account for her being so 
silly a young bee. 

" And but for the kindness of those who 
supplied our wants, when we were poor help- 
less little creatures, we should never have lived 
to have wings/' continued her companion. 

" Don't remind me of that time !" buzzed 
Sipsyrup, who could not bear to think of her- 
self as a tiny, feeble worm. " Any thing more 
weary and tiresome than the life that I led, 
shut up all alone in that horrid cell, spinning 
my own coverlet from morning till night, I 
am sure that I cannot imagine ! Ah ! speak- 
ing of that spinning, if you had only seen 
what I did yesterday t" 
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" What was that ?" inquired Silverwing. 

" As I flew past a sunny bank, facing the 
south, I noticed a small hole, at the entrance 
of which I saw one of our cousins, the poppy- 
bees. Her dress, you must know, is different 
from ours (Sipsyrup always thought something 
of dress); it is black, studded on the head and 
back with reddish gray hairs, and her rings 
are edged with gray. Wishing to notice a 
little more closely her curious attire, I stopped 
and wished her good day. Very politely she 
invited me into her parlor, and I entered the 
hole in the bank." 

"A dull, gloomy place to live in, I should 
fear/' 

" Dull ; gloomy!" exclaimed Sipsyrup, quiv- 
ering her feelers at the recollection ; " why, the 
cell of .our queen is a dungeon compared to it ! 
The hole grew wider as we went farther .in, 
till it appeared quite roomy and large, and all 
round it was hung with the most splendid cov- 
ering, formed of the leaves of the poppy, of a 
dazzling scarlet, delightful to behold ! Since 
I saw it, I have been scarcely able to bear the 
2 
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look of this old hive, with its thousands of 
cells, one just like another, and all of the same 
white hue V 

" Had the poppy-bee a queen ?" inquired 
Silverwing. 

" No, she is queen, and worker, and every 
thing herself ; she has no one to command her, 
no one to obey ; no waspish companion like 
Stickasting there." 

" What 's that ? who buzzes about me ?" 
cried a large thick bee, hurrying towards them 
with an angry hum. Stickasting had been 
the plague of the hive ever since she had had 
wings ; she was especially the torment of the 
unfortunate drones, who, not having been 
gifted with stings like the workers, had no 
means of defence to protect them from their 
bullying foe. When a larva, her impatient 
disposition was not known ; she had spun her 
silken web like any peaceable insect, then lain 
quiet and asleep as a pupa or nymph. But 
no sooner did the young bee awake to life, 
than, using her new powers with hearty good 
will, she ate her way through the web at such 
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a quick rate, that the old bees who looked in 
pronounced at once that she was likely to be a 
most active worker. Nor were they disap- 
pointed as far as work was concerned : no one 
was ready to fly faster or farther, no one 
worked harder at building the cells ; but it 
was soon discovered that her activity and 
quickness were not the only qualities for whieh 
she was remarkable. If ever bee had a bad 
temper, that bee was Stickasting ; quarrelling, 
bullying, attacking, fighting, she was as bad as 
a wasp in the hive ! No one would ever have 
trusted larvra to her care ' K Sipsyrup might ne- 
glect or complain of her charge, but Stick- 
asting would have been positively cruel. Her 
companionship was shunned, as must be ex- 
pected by all of her character, whether they 
be boys or bees ; and she seldom exchanged a 
hum, except of defiance, with any creature in 
the hive. 

Sipsyrup, the moment that she perceived 
Stickasting coming towards her, flew off in 
alarm, leaving poor Silverwing to bear the 
brunt of the attack. 
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" Who buzzes about me ?" repeated Stick- 
asting fiercely, flying very close up to the little 
nurse-bee. 

" Indeed I never named you/' replied Sil- 
verwing, timidly, shrinking back as close as 
she could to the comb. 

u If you were not talking against me your- 
self, you were listening to, and encouraging 
one who did. Who dare say that I am wasp- 
ish .?" continued Stickasting, quivering her 
wings with anger till they were almost invis- 
ible. " It is this gossip and slander that make 
the hive too hot to hold us ! I once thought 
better of you, Silverwing, as a quiet, good- 
natured sort of a bee, but I now see that you 
are just like the rest, and as silly as you are 
ugly!" 

This was a very provoking speech ; it was 
intended to be so ; but Silverwing was not a 
creature ready to take offence ; whatever she 
felt, she returned no answer, an example which 
I would strongly recommend to all in her po- 
sition, whether standing on six feet or on two. 

But Stickasting was resolved to pick a quar- 
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rel if possible, especially with one whom she 
considered less strong than herself, for she was 
not one of those generous beings who scorn to 
take advantage of the weakness of another. 
Stickasting much resembled the class of rude, 
coarse-minded boys, who find a pleasure in 
teasing children, and annoying little girls, and 
like to show their power over those who dare 
not oppose it. 

" I owe you a grudge, Silverwing, for your 
conduct to me yesterday. When I was toiling 
and working at the cells like a slave, not hav- 
ing time to go out for refreshment, I saw you 
fly past me two or three times, and not a 
drop of honey did you offer me " 

" I was carrying pollen for my little larvsB," 
gently replied Silverwing ; " it is not my office 
to supply the builders, though I am sure that 
I should do so with pleasure ; but the baby- 
bees are placed under my charge, and you 
know what care they need till they begin to 
spin." 

"Yes, idle, hungry, troublesome creatures 
that they are ! Have they not set about 
2* 
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their spinning yet ? I '11 make them stir 
themselves" — and Stickasting made a move- 
ment towards the nursery-cells. 

" The larvsB do not like to be disturbed !" 
cried Silverwing, anxious for her charges, 
and placing herself between them and the in- 
truder. 

" Like ! I dare say not — but who cares what 
they like ! Get out of the way, I '11 prick them 
up a little !" 

" You shall not come near them !" hum- 
med the little nurse, resolutely keeping her 
place. 

" I say that I shall — who shall hinder me ? 
Get out of my way, or I '11 let you feel my 
sting." 

Silverwing trembled, but she did not stir, 
for she was a faithful little bee. As the hen 
is ready to defend her chickens from the 
hawk, and even the timid wren will fight 
for her brood, so this feeble insect would 
have given up her life rather than have 
forsaken the little ones confided to her 
care. 
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But she was not left alone to struggle with 
her assailant ; two of her winged companions 
came to the rescue, and Stickasting, who had 
no wish to encounter such odds, and was fond- 
er, perhaps, of bullying than of fighting, no 
sooner saw Waxywill and Honeyball on the 
wing, than with an angry hum, she hurried 
out of the hive. 
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I wish that all little nurses were as trust- 
worthy as Silverwing, of as kind and patient 
with their charges ! While Polly Bright has 
sat in her mother's cottage trimming her bon- 
net, till it looks as absurd as pink ribbons can 
make it, the poor baby has been crying un- 
heeded in his cradle, except that now and 
then, when vexed more than usual by the 
noise, with an almost angry look she pauses 
for a moment to rock the cradle with her foot. 
She does not notice that little Johnny has 
been clambering up by the pail, which her 
mother has set aside for her washing, till the 
sudden sound of a fall, and a splash, and 
a child's frightened cry, startle her, and she 
sees little streams running all over the stone 
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floor, and Johnny flat on his face in the 
middle of a loud roar — and a pool of water. 

Up she jumps, not in the best of tempers, 
poor Johnny is dragged up by one arm, and 
receives one or two slaps on the back, which 
only makes him cry louder than before ; he 
stands a picture of childish misery, with drip- 
ping dress and open mouth, the tears rolling 
down his rosy cheeks, helpless and frightened, 
while his careless sister shakes and scolds him, 
and shakes him again, for what was the effect 
of her own negligence. 

Happily for the little boy, Minnie Wingfield 
is a near neighbor, and comes running in at 
the sound of his distress. 

" Why, what is the matter, my dear little 
man ?" are her first words as she enters the 
cottage. 

" Look here ! did you ever see any thing like 
it. His dress clean on to-day t I cannot- 
turn my back for a moment but he must be 
at the pail, naughty, tiresome, mischievous 
boy !" and poor Johnny received another 
shake. " A pretty state the cottage is in — 
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and there — Oh ! my bonnet ! my bonnet !" 
exclaimed Polly, as she saw that in her 
hurry and anger she had thrown it down, 
and that, pink ribbons and all, it lay on the 
floor, right across one of the little streams of 
water. 

"Never mind the bonnet, the poor child 
may be hurt, and, Oh ! take care, the baby 
will be wetted !" and without waiting for 
Polly's tardy aid, Minnie pushed the cradle be- 
yond the reach of danger. 

While Polly was yet bemoaning her bon- 
net, and trying to straighten out its damaged 
ribbons, Minnie had found out something dry 
for the shivering little boy, had rubbed him, 
and comforted him, and taken him upon her 
knee ; then asking him to help her to quiet 
poor baby, had hushed the sickly infant in 
her arms. Was there no pleasure to her 
tind heart when its wailing gradually ceased, 
and the babe fell into a sweet sleep, or when 
Johnny put his plump arms tight round 
her neck, and pressed his little lips to her 
cheek ? 
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• 

There are some called to do great deeds for 
mankind, some who bestow thousands in 
charity, some who visit hospitals and prisons, 
and live and die the benefactors of their race. 
But let not those who have not power to per- 
form any thing great y imagine that because 
they can do little, they need therefore do 
nothing to increase the sum of happiness 
upon earth. There is a terrible amount of 
suffering caused by neglect of, or unkindness 
to little children. Their lives, often how 
short ! are embittered by harshness, their 
tempers spoiled, sometimes their health in- 
jured ; and can those to whose care the help- 
less little ones were confided, imagine that 
there is no sin in the petulant word, the 
angry blow, or that many will not have 
one day to answer for all the sorrow which 
they have caused to their Lord's feeble lambs, 
to those whose spring-time of life should be 
happy? 

Would my readers like to know a litle more 
of Minnie Wingfield, whose look was so kind, 
whose words were so gentle, that her presence 
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• 

was like sunshine wherever she went ? She 
lived in a little white cottage with a porch, 
round which twined roses and honeysuckle. 
There was a little narrow seat just under this 
porch, where Minnie loved to sit in the sum- 
mer evenings with her work, or her book, 
when her work was done, listening to the 
blackbird that sang in the apple-tree, and the 
humming of the bees amidst the blossoms. 
Little Minnie led a retired life, but by no 
means a useless one. If her mother's cottage 
was the picture of neatness, it was Minnie 
who kept it so clean. Her brother's mended 
stockings, his nicely-washed shirts, all did 
credit to her neat fingers. Yet she could find 
time to bestow on the garden, to trim the 
borders, to water the plants, to tie up the 
flowers in which her sick mother delighted. 
Nor did Minnie neglect the daily school She 
was not clever, but patient and ever anxious 
to please ; her teacher regarded her as one of 
'her best scholars, and pointed her out as an 
example to the rest. But Minnie's great en- 
joyment was in the Sunday-school, there she 
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learned the lessons which made duty sweet 
to her, and helped her on the right way 
through the week. The small Bible which 
had been given to her by her father, with 
all his favorite verses marked, was a pre- 
cious companion to Minnie : not studied as a 
task-book, or carelessly read as a matter of 
custom ; but valued as a treasure, and con- 
sulted as a friend, and made the rule and guide 
of daily life. 

And was not Minnie happy ? In one sense 
she certainly was so, but still she had her 
share of this world's trials. The kind father 
whom she had fondly loved had died the year 
before, and besides the loss of so/Iear a friend, 
his death had brought poverty upon his family. 
It was a hard struggle to make up the rent of 
the little cottage, which Mrs. Wingfield could 
not bear to quit, for did not every thing there 
remind her of her dear husband — had he not 
himself made the porch and planted the flow- 
ers that adorned it ! Often on a cold winter's 
day the little fire would die out for want of 
fuel, and Minnie rise, still hungry, from the 
3 
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simple meal which she had spared that 
there might be enough for her parent and her 
brother. 

Mrs. Wingfield's state of health was anoth- 
er source of sorrow. She was constantly ail- 
ing, and never felt well, and though saved 
every trouble by her attentive child, and 
watched as tenderly as a lady could have 
been, the sufferings of the poor woman made 
her peevish and fretful, and sometimes even 
harsh to her gentle daughter. 

Tom, her brother, was also no small trial 
to Minnie. Unlike her, he had little thought 
for any thing beyond self; he neither consid- 
ered the comfort nor the feelings of others ; 
if Minnie was like sunshine in the cottage of 
her mother, Tom too often resembled a bleak 
east wind, and though Mrs. Wingfield and her 
daughter never admitted such a thought, their 
home was happiest when Tom was not in it. 

But it is time to return to our hive. 
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$ lettering Intoitatijofn, 

Waxtwill and Honeyball had both come 
to the assistance of Silverwing, and she buzzed 
her thanks in a, grateful way to both, though 
different motives had brought- them to her 
aid, for they were very different bees in their 
dispositions. 

Honeyball was a good-humQred, easy kind 
of creature. Very ready to do a kindness if 
it cost her little trouble, but lazy as any drone 
in the hive. Honeyball would have liked to 
live all day in the bell of a foxglove, with 
nothing to disturb her in her idle feast. It 
was said in the hive that more than once she 
had been known to sip so much, that at last 
she had been unable to rise, and for hours had 
lain helpless on the ground. Sipsyrup, who, 
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like other vain silly creatures, was very fond 
of talking about other people's concerns, had 
even whispered that Honeyball had been seen 
busy at one of the provision-cells stored for 
the winter's use, which it is treason in a bee 
to touch ; but as those who talk much gener- 
ally talk a little nonsense, tfk may hope that 
there was no real ground for the story. 

Waxywill was one of whom such a report 
would never have been believed : there was not 
a more honorable or temperate worker in the 
hive. Yet Stickasting herself was scarcely 
less liked, so peevish and perverse was the 
temper of this bee. If desired to do any 
thing, it was sure to be the very thing which 
she did not fancy. Were cells to be built — 
she could not bear moping in-doors — if asked 
to bring honey, she always found out that her 
wings were tired. She could not bear sub- 
mission to the laws of the hive, and once ac- 
tually shook her wings at the queen ! When 
she flew to help Silverwing, it was less out of 
kindness to her than the love of opposing 
Stickasting ; and yet Waxywill was not an 
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ungenerous bee ; she had more sense too than 
insects generally possess ; she would have been 
respected and even loved in the hive, had not 
her stubborn wilful temper spoilt all. 

We will now follow Sipsyrup in her hasty 
flight, as, leaving both her friend and her 
charges behind, she made her retreat from 
Stickasting. How delightful she found the 
fine fresh air, after the heated hive ! Now up, 
now down, she pursued her varying course, 
sometimes humming for a moment around 
some fragrant flower, then, even before she 
had tasted its contents, deserting it for one 
yet more tempting. Deeply she plunged her 
long tongue into its cup — her curious pliable 
tongue, so carefully guarded by Nature in a 
nicely fitting sheath. " Sheath your tongue !" 
was an expression which the gossiping little 
bee had heard more often than she liked, es- 
pecially from the mouth of Waxywill. It 
might be an expressive proverb in other places 
than Bee-land, for there are tongues whose 
words are more cutting than swords, that 
much need the sheath of discretion. 
3* 
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The movements of the lively insect were 
watched with much interest by Spinaway the 
spider, from her quiet home in a rose-bush. 
Sipsyrup, disdaining the narrow garden of the 
school, had winged her way over the wall, and 
turning into a narrow green lane that was near, 
was now sporting with the blossoms by Mrs. 
Wingfield's porch. Spinaway was a clever, 
artful spider, somewhat ambitious too in her 
way. She had made her web remarkably firm 
and strong, and expected to be rewarded by 
nobler game than the little aphis, or bony 
gnat ; she had once succeeded in capturing a 
blue-bottle fly, and this perhaps it was that 
raised her hopes so high, that she did not des- 
pair of having a bee in her larder. 

" Good morning," said Spinaway in a soft 
coaxing tone, as Sipsyrup came fluttering near 
her. " You seem to have travelled some dis- 
tance, my friend, and if you should like to 
rest yourself here, I am sure that you would 
be heartily welcome." 

Sipsyrup was a young inexperienced bee, but 
she did not much fancy the looks of the spider, 
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with her hunchback and long hairy legs. She 
politely, therefore, declined the invitation, and 
continued her feast in a flower. 

" I am really glad to see a friend in a nice 
quiet way," continued the persevering spider. 
" I find it very dull to sit here all the day ; I 
would give any thing to have wings like a bee." 

Sipsyrup. who loved gossip, advanced a little 
nearer, taking care to keep clear of the web. 

" I do long to hear a little news of the world, 
to know what passes in your wonderful hive. 
I am curious to learn about your queen ; — 
your manner and style of dress is such, that 
I am sure that you must have been much 
about the court." 

Settling upon a leaf, still at a safe distance,. 
Sipsyrup indulged her taste for chit-chat, glad 
to have so attentive a listener. Spinaway 
soon had all the gossip of the hive — how the 
present queen had killed in single combat the 
queen of another swarm, whilst the bees of 
both nations watched the fight— and how the 
hostile band, when they saw their queen dead, 
had submitted to the conqueror at once. How 
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a slug had last morning crept into the hive 
and frightened her out of her wits, but had 
been put to death by fierce Stickasting, before 
it had crawled more than an inch. Sipsyrup 
then related — and really for once her conversa- 
tion was very amusing — all the difficulties and 
perplexity of the people of the hive, as to how 
to get rid of the body of the intruder. She 
herself had been afraid to venture near the 
monster, but Silverwing and the rest had 
striven with all their might to remove, the 
dead slug from their hive. 

" And did they succeed ?" said Spinaway, 
much interested. 

"Oh ! it was quite impossible to drag out 
the slug ! We were in such distress — such a 
thing in the hive — our hive always kept bo 
neat and clean that not a scrap of wax is left 
lying about !" 

" What did you do ?" said the spider, "it 
really was a distressing affair !" 

" Waxywill thought of a plan for prevent- 
ing annoyance. She proposed that we 
should cover the slug all over with wax, so 
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that it should rather appear like a piece of 
the comb than a dead creature left in the 
hive." 

" A capital plan !" cried Spinaway, " and 
was the thing done ?" 

"Yes it was, and before" the day was 
over." 

"So there Mrs. Slug remains in a white 
wrapping," laughed the spider, " a warning to 
those who go where they are not wanted. 
You were, I daresay, one of the foremost in the 
work." 

" Not I, I would not have touched the ugly 
creature with one of my feelers !" 

U I beg your pardon!" said the spider; 
" indeed I might have judged by your ap- 
pearance that nothing but the most re- 
fined and elegant business would ever be 
given to you ! You look as though you 
had never touched any thing rougher than a 
rose !" 

This speech put Sipsyrup in high good- 
humor: she began to think that she had 
judged the spider harshly, and that she really 
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was an agreeable creature in spite of her ugly 
hunch. 

" If you speak of delicate work," observed 
the bee, very politely, " I never saw any thing 
so fine as your web." 

"It is tolerably well finished," said the 
spider with a bow, " would you honor me by 
a closer inspection ?" 

" Oh ! thank you, I 'm not curious in these 
matters," replied Sipsyrup, still feeling a little 
doubtful of her new friend. 

" You have doubtless remarked," said Spin- 
away, " that each thread is composed of about 
five thousand others, all joined together." 

" No, really, I had no idea of that — how 
wonderfully fine they must be 1" 

" I am surprised that you did not see it, at 
least if the powers of your eyes equal their 
beauty ! I never beheld any thing like them 
before — their violet color, their beautiful shape, 
cut, as it were, into hundreds of divisions like 
fine honey-comb cells, and studded all over 
with most delicate hair ! I would give my 
eight eyes for your two !" 
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" Two !" cried Sipsyrup, mightily pleased, 
"I have three more on the back of my 
head." 

"I would give any thing to see them — 
if they are but equal to the facetted ones 
— no creature in the world could boast of 
such a set ! Might I beg — would you favor 
me?— " 

Silly Sipsyrup ! foolish bee ! not the first, 
however, nor I fear the last, to be caught by 
sugary words ! Blinded by vanity, forward 
she flew — touched the sticky, clammy web- 
entangled her feet — struggled to get free — in 
vain, in vain ! — quivered her wings in terrified 
efforts — shook the web with all her might — 
but could not escape ! Her artful foe looked 
eagerly on, afraid to approach until the poor 
bee should have exhausted herself by her 
struggles. Ah ! better for Sipsyrup had she 
kept in her hive, had she spent all the day in 
making bee-bread, to feed the little larvae in 
their cells 1 
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Buzz ! buzz ! buzz ! — " There 's a bee in a 
web !" cried Tom, looking up from the bowl 
of porridge which he was eating in the rose- 
covered porch. 

" Poor thing !" said Minnie, rising from her 
seat. 

"A precious fright it must be in ! what a 
noise it makes !" cried her brother. 

" It is not much entangled — I think that I 
could set it free I" — and Minnie ran up to the 
web. 

" And be stung for your pains — nonsense — 
leave it alone. It is good fun to watch it in 
its struggles." 

" It never can be good fun to see any crea- 
ture in misery/' replied Minnie ; and with the 
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'•Poor little bee!" said Minnie, "it has hurt its wiujr. 
and some of the web is still clinging to its legs : I am 
afraid that it cannot fly." 

Wi tt gs nod Stings 
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help of a little twig, in a very short time poor 
Sipsyrup was released from the web. 

" Poor little bee !" said Minnie, " it has hurt 
its wing, and some of the web is still clinging 
to its legs ; I am afraid that it cannot fly." 

" I hope that it will sting you !" laughed 
Tom. " Are you going to nurse and pet it 
here, and get up an hospital for sick b^es ?" 

" I think that it must belong to our school- 
mistress's hive. I will carry it there, and put 
it by the opening, and let its companions take 
care of it ;" and notwithstanding Tom's scorn- 
ful laugh, Minnie bore off the bee on her finger. 

" You are the most absurd girl that I ever 
knew/' said he on her return. " What does 
it matter to you what becomes of one bee ! I 
should not mind smothering a whole^hive !" 

" Ah ! Tom/' said his sister, " when there is 
bo much pain in the world, I do not think that 
one would willingly add ever so little to it. 
And I have a particular feeling about animate. 
You know that \hej were placed under man, 
and given to man, and they were all so happy 
until — until man sinned ; now, innocent as they 
4 
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are, they share his punishment of pain and of 
death, and it seems hard that toe should make 
that punishment more bitter !" 

" Then my tender-hearted sister would never 
taste mutton, I suppose ?" 

" No, the sheep are given to us for food, but 
I would make them as happy as I could while 
they lived. Oh ! Tom, we are commanded in 
the Bible to be ' tender-hearted/ and i mer- 
ciful/ and surely to be cruel is a grievous sin !" 

" I wonder that you did not crush the spider 
that would have eaten up your bee." 

" Why should I ? she did nothing wrong. 
It is Nature that has taught her to live on 
such food ; I would be merciful to spiders as 
well as to bees/' 

" You carried off her dinner — she would not 
thank you for that." 

" Perhaps I did foolishly/' said Minnie with 
a smile, " but I cannot see a creature suffer- 
ing and not try to help it." 

"I wish that you saw the green-grocer's 
horse with his bones all starting through his 
skin, and the marks of the blows on his head ! 
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What would you say to the master of that 
horse?" 

" Oh ! I wish that he would remember that 
one verse from the Bible, * Blessed are the met- 
eifvl^ for they shall obtain mercy.' Without 
mercy what would become of the best — with- 
out mercy, we all should be ruined for ever — 
and if only the merciful can obtain mercy — 
Oh ! what will become of the cruel ?" 

" Pshaw I" cried Tom, not able to dispute 
the truth of Minnie's words, but not choosing 
to listen to them, for he had too many recol- 
lections of bird-nesting, cockchafer-spinning, 
and worrying of cats, to make the subject 
agreeable. Some find it easier to silence an 
opponent with a "pshaw I" than by reason or 
strength of argument, and this was Tom's 
usual way. He did not wish to continue the 
conversation, and perhaps with a view to 
change its subject, said in a sudden, abrupt 
tone, as he stirred his porridge with his pew- 
ter spoon — 

"You've not put a morsel of sugar in my 
bowl." 
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" Yes, indeed, I put some," replied Minnie. 

" But you know that I like plenty ; I have 
told you so a thousand times." 

" But, dear Tom, I have not plenty to give 
you — we have nearly come to the end of our 
little store — and you know," continued she, 
lowering her voice, "that we cannot buy more 
until we are paid for these shirts." 

The little girl did not add that for the last 
three days she had not tasted any sugar herself. 

" Nonsense !" cried Tom, starting up from 
his seat, and hastily entering the cottage. He 
took down from the shelf a large broken cup, 
which was used to contain the store of sugar. 
Mrs. Wingfield was lying asleep in the back 
room, being laid up with a worse headache 
than usual. 

Fearing lest her mother should be roused 
from her sleep, Minnie followed her brother, 
her finger on her lip, a look of anxious warn- 
ing on her fece. But both look and gesture 
were lost upon Tom, who was thinking of 
nothing but himself. 

" Here 's plenty for to-day," he said in a 
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careless tone, emptying half the supply into 
his bowL 

" But Tom — our poor mother — she is ill 
you know — " 

" Well, I 've not taken it all." 

" But we cannot afford — " 

" Don't torment me !" cried Tom, angrily, 
helping himself to more. 

" Oh ! dear Tom," said the little girl, lay- 
ing her hand upon his arm — 

" I '11 not stand this nonsense !" exclaimed 
the boy fiercely, and turning suddenly round, 
he flung the rest of the sugar into the dusty 
road " There — that serves you right, that 
will teach you another time to mind your own 
business and leave me alone ;" and noisily set- 
ting down the empty cup, the boy sauntered 
out of the cottage. 

Something seemed to rise in Minnie's throat; 
— her heart was swelling, her cheek was flushed 
with mingled sorrow and indignation. Oh ! 
how much patience and meekness we require 
to meet the daily little trials of life ! 

Minnie was roused by her mother's feeble, 
4* 
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fretful voice. " I wish that you and Tom had 
a little more feeling for me ! You have awoke 
me with your noise !" 

" I am sorry that you have been disturbed, 
dear mother ; I '11 try and not let it happen 
again. Do you feel better now ?" 

"No one feels better for awaking with a 
start/' returned Mrs. Wingfield, peevishly, " I 
should not have expected such thoughtlessness . 
from you." 

Minnie's eyes were so brimful of tears that 
she dared not shut them, lest the drops should 
run over her cheek. She knew that her mother 
would not like to see her cry, so, turning 
quietly away, she went to the small fire to 
make a little tea for the invalid. 

There was nothing that Mrs. Wingfield en- 
joyed like a cup of warm tea ; and when Min- 
nie brought one to the side of her bed, with a 
nice little piece of diy toast beside it, even 
the sick woman's worn face looked almost 
cheerful. As soon, however, as she had tasted 
the tea, she set down the cup with a displeased 
air. 
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" You Ve forgotten the sugar, child/' 

" Not forgotten, mother, but — but I have 
none." 

" More shame to you," cried Mrs. Wingfield, 
her pale face flushing with anger ; " I am sure 
that a good deal was left this morning ; you 
might have thought of your poor sick mother ; 
she has few enough comforts, I am sure." 

Poor Minnie ! she left the room with a very 
heavy heart ; she felt for some minutes as if 
nothing could cheer her. Angry with her 
brother, grieved at her mother's undeserved 
reproach, as she again sat down to work in the 
little porch, her tears fell fast over her seam. 
Presently Conscience, that inward monitor, to 
whose advice the little girl was accustomed to 
listen, began to make itself heard. "This is 
foolish, this is wrong — dry up your tears, they 
can but give pain to your sick mother. You 
must patiently bear with the fretfulness of ill- 
ness, and not add to its burden by showing 
that you feel it. You know that you have not 
acted selfishly, you need not regret your own 
conduct in the affair — is not that the greatest 
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of comforts ? But I know very well/' still 
Conscience whispered in her heart, " that you 
never will feel quite peaceful and happy till 
no anger remains towards your brother. A 
little sin disturbs peace more than a great deal 
of sorrow ; ask for aid to put away this sin." 
" Minnie listened to the quiet voice of Con- 
science, and gradually her tears stopped and 
her flushed cheek became cool. She made a 
hundred excuses in her mind for poor Tom. 
He had been always much indulged — he would 
be sorry for what he had done — how much 
better he was than other boys that she knew, 
who drank, or swore, or stole ! And for her- 
self, what a sin it was to have felt so miser- 
able ! How many blessings were given her to 
enjoy ! She had health, and sight, and fin- 
gers able to do work, and neither she nor her 
mother had difficulty in procuring it, the ladies 
around were so kind ! Then, there was the 
church, and the school, and the best of books ; 
— and the world was so beautiful, with its 
bright sun and sweet flowers — there was so 
much to enjoy, so much to be thankful for 1 
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And Minnie raised her eyes to the blue sky 
above, all dotted over with rosy clouds ; for 
it was the hour of sunset, and she thought of 
the bright happy place to which her dear father 
had gone, and how she might hope to join him 
there, and never know sorrow again ! What 
wonder, with such sweet thoughts for her com- 
panions, if Minnie's face again grew bright, 
and she worked away in her little porch with 
a feeling of peace and grateful love in her 
breast, which a monarch might have envied ! 
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Poor Sipsyrup ! how sadly she stood at the 
entrance of the hive, where her gentle pre- 
server had left her. The fine down, of which 
she had been so vain, was all rubbed and in- 
jured by her struggles in the wetj ; one of her 
elegant wings was torn ; she felt that all her 
beauty was gone ! She had hardly courage 
to enter the hive, and was ashamed to be seen 
by the busy bees flocking in and out of the 
door. I am not sure that insects can sigh, or 
I am certain that she must have sighed very 
deeply. The first thing that gave her the least 
feeling of pomfort was the sound of Silver- 
wing's friendly hum ; — the poor wounded in- 
sect exerted her feeble strength, and crept 
timidly into the hive. 
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" Sipsyrup ! can it be !" cried Honeyball, 
rousing hereelf from a nap as the bee brushed 
past her. 

" Sipsyrup looking as though she had been 
in the wars !" exclaimed Waxywill, who, in 
the pride of her heart, had always looked with 
contempt on her vain silly companion. 

" My poor Sipsyrup!" cried Silverwing, hast- 
ening towards her. Their feelers met (that is 
the way of embracing in Bee -land), the kind 
bee said little, but by every friendly act in her 
power, showed her pity and anxiety to give 
comfort. 

What pleased Sipsyrup most was the ab- 
sence of Stickasting, who had not returned to 
the hive which she had left an hour before in 
a passion. 

After resting for a little on a half-finished 
cell, while Silverwing with her slender tongue 
gently smoothed her ruffled down, and brought 
a drop of honey to refresh her, Sipsyrup felt 
well enough to relate her sad story, to which 
a little group of surrounding bees listened 
with no small interest. Sipsyrup left alto- 
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gether out of her account the fine compli- 
ments paid her by Spinaway : she could not 
bear that her vanity should be known ; but 
6he gained little by hiding the truth, as this 
only made her folly appear more unaccount- 
able. 

"I cannot understand/' said Waxywill, 
" how any bee in her senses could fly into a 
web with her eyes open !" 

"When there was not even a drop of 
honey to be gained by it," hummed Honey- 
balL 

Sipsyrup hastened to the end of her story, 
and related how she had been saved from the 
spider by the timely help t>f a kind little girl 

" May she live upon eglantine all her life I" 
exclaimed Silverwing, with enthusiasm, " and 
have her home quite overflowing with honey 
and pollen !' 

"This is the strangest part of your ad- 
venture," said Honeyball ; " this is the very 
first time in my life that I ever heard 
of kindness shown to an insect by a human 
being." 
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" I thought that bees were sometimes fed 
by them in winter," suggested Silverwing. 

" Fed with sugar and water ! fit food for a 
bee," cried Honeyball, roused to indignation 
upon the only subject that stirred her up to 
any thing like excitement. " And have you 
never heard how whole swarms have been 
barbarously murdered, smothered in the hive 
which they had filled with so much labor, that 
greedy man might feast upon their spoils !" 

"If you talk of greediness, Honeyball," 
drily observed Waxywill, " I should say keep 
your tongue in a sheath!" 

" I am glad that it is not the custom for 
men to eat bees as well as their honey," 
laughed Silverwing. 

" Oh ! they are barbarous to every thing, 
whether they eat it or not," exclaimed Waxy- 
will, with an angry buzz. " Have I not seen 
a poor butterfly, basking in the sun, glit- 
tering in her vest of purple and gold : — 
Ah ! Sipsyrup, in your very best day, you 
were no better than a black beetle compared 

to her!" 
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An hoar before, Sipsyrup would have felt 
ready to sting Waxywill for such an insolent 
speech, but the pride of the poor bee was 
humbled ; and when Waxywill observed her 
silence — and noticed her drooping looks — she 
felt secretly ashamed of her provoking words. 
— She continued — " Have I not seen the 
butterfly, I say, dancing through the air, as 
though life was all sunshine and joy ! — I have 
seen a boy look on her — not to admire, not to 
feel pleasure in beholding her beauty, but 
eager to lay that beauty in the dust, and 
seize on his little victim I I have watched him 
creeping softly, his hat in his hand, as anxious 
about his prize, as if to destroy a poor insect's 
happiness was the way to secure his own ! 
Now the ui*conscious butterfly rose, high 
above the reach of her pursuer, then sank 
again to earth, to rest upon a flower, whose 
tints were less bright than its wings ! Down 
came the hat ! — there was a shout from the 
boy, the butterfly was prisoner at last ! If he 
had caught it to eat it, as the spider caught 
Sipsyrup, I could have forgiven him, for men 
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as well as bees must have food, and I suspect 
that they do not live entirely upon honey ; 
but it made me wish for a hundred stings 
when I saw the wretched insect lying on the 
ground, fluttering in the agonies of death ; 
the boy had barbarously torn off its bright 
beautiful wings, and had not even the mercy 
to put it out of pain, by setting his foot upon 
it r 

" It had never injured him \" murmured 
Silverwing. 

" It had never injured any one — it desired 
nothing but to be allowed to spend its short 
life in peace." 

" How would the boy have liked to have 
had his wings torn off/' said Honeyball, "for 
the amusement of some creature stronger than 
himself ?" 

" Men and boys are worse than hornets I" 
muttered Waxywill. 

" But we have found one of human-kind," 
hummed Silverwing, cheerfully, "who could 
be merciful even to a bee ! Perhaps in the 
world there may be others like her, too 
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noble, too generous to use their strength 
to torture and destroy what cannot resist 
them." 

Waxywill and Honeyball now took their 
departure, I fear rather for their own pleasure 
than for the benefit of the hive ; as Waxy- 
will was not in a humor to work, and Honey- 
ball was always in a humor to idle. As soon 
as they had flown out of reach of hearing, poor 
Sipsyrup said in a very dull tone, " I wonder 
what is to become of me now, poor unhappy 
insect that I am ! I fear that I shall never be 
able to fly, and to live on here in this wretch- 
ed way, is almost worse than to be eaten by a 
spider !" 

"Oh ! you should not say so," replied gentle 
Silverwing, "you can still crawl about, and 
you are safe in your own home !" 

" Safe ! I am miserable ! With what 
pleasure I had thought of joining the first 
swarm that should fly off ! I am tired of 
the hive, this noisy, bustling hive ; I have 
lost every thing that I cared for, every thing 
that made life pleasant ; my beauty, my 
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strength, my power of flying, I have nothing 
left— " 

"But your duties," added Silverwing, 
" make them your pleasures ! My dear 
friend, if you no more can be pretty — you 
may still be useful ; if you no more can be 
admired — you can still be loved ! You may 
not be able to go far, or to see much, but 
there are better joys to be found in your own 
home 1" 

Before the night closed, both the little 
nurse-bees were busy feeding the larvae. 
5* 
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$ Stinging SUjrffuf. 

The sunset was still casting a red glow 
over the earth, throwing the long shadows of 
the trees on the ground, and lighting up the 
cottage windows, as Polly Bright stood at the 
door of her cottage, watching for her mother's 
return. 

Mrs. Bright was a hard-working woman, 
who, during the absence of her husband, a 
soldier in the Crimea, earned many an honest 
shilling as char-woman, in the house of the 
Squire on the hill. She generally managed 
to let Polly have the advantage of attending 
school in the morning ; though herself unable 
to read, she liked the idea of her daughter be- 
ing a scholar, and as plain work was also 
taught in the school, she thought that what 
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Polly acquired there might make her not only 
more learned, but more useful But it was only 
for attendance in the morning that the char- 
woman's child could be spared from her 
home. During her mother's frequent ab- 
sence, all the charge of the cottage, and care 
of the children, belonged, of course, to Polly 
Bright. 

I cannot say that the little parlor could 
compare in neatness with that of Mrs. Wing- 
field. There was a chest of drawers in one of 
the corners, and on it was heaped a strange 
medley of things. Teapot and broken jug, 
old shawl and a baby's rattle, nutmeg-scraper, 
bellows, saucepan and books — were piled in 
sad confusion ! Nor would I have advised 
you to have attempted to open one of the 
drawers. They were sometimes too full to be 
opened at all, and stuck tight against every 
effort, as if aware that they were not fit to be 
seen. Polly was too fond of adorning herself 
to care for adorning her cottage. She was 
not aware how far better it looks to be 
simple, neat, and clean, and dressed accord- 
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ing to our station, than to be decked out 
with gaudy finery, and try to ape the appear- 
ance of those whom Providence has placed 
above us. 

You will remember that we visited this cot- 
tage in the third chapter, and there is little 
change in the appearance of things there now. 
The damp on the floor occasioned by Johnny's 
accident has dried up, and so have the tears of 
the little boy, who, seated upon a stool near 
his sister's feet, is cramming his mouth with 
bread and butter, with an air of great content. 
But the thin, sickly baby is still in his cradle, 
still uttering his feeble unheeded wail, for the 
poor little creature is teething hard, and has 
no other way of expressing his pain. Polly 
never notices his heated lips and swelled 
gums ; she is more occupied with herself this 
evening than usual, for Mrs. Larkins, the far- 
mer's wife, has invited her to tea, and as soon 
as her mother returns to take her place she 
will be off to amuse herself at GreenhilL Oh ! 
yes, you might be certain that some gay meet- 
ing was expected ! Look at the necklace of 
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fidse coral round her neck, the half-soiled lace 
which she has sewn round her frock, and her 
hair all in papers at this hour of the day ; you 
•would laugh were you to see her, but to me 
the sight of her folly is really too sad for laugh- 
ing. Of what is she thinking as she quickly 
untwists the papers, and curls her long hair 
round her fingers ? Her thoughts are divided 
between impatience at her mother's delay, 
fears of herself being too late for the party, and 
wishes that the pedlar would only happen to 
call at her cottage. 

She had heard that day, from one of her 
schoolfellows, that a man had been going 
about the neighborhood with a pack so full 
of beautiful things that such a collection had 
never before been seen in the village. Polly 
had been particularly tempted by the de- 
scription of some brooches made of false dia- 
monds, and exactly like real ones, as the girl, 
who had never seen a jewel in her life, very 
positively affirmed. One of these fine brooch- 
es was to be had for sixpence — how eage* 
was Polly to be its possessor ! She counted 
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over her little treasure of pence and found 
that she had sufficient for the purchase. 

But how was she to find the pedlar ? Had 
Polly not been tied to the cottage by what 
she called "these tiresome children/' she 
would long ago have gone in search of him. 
She could hardly expect him to pass down 
her little lane, but she was near enough to the 
high road to see if any one passed along it in 
going through the village. At one time she 
had set little Johnny to watch, and more than 
once her hopes had been raised as the little 
fellow shouted aloud, " There 's the man !" 
But Polly came running first to see a drover 
with pigs, then the baker with his little cart 
going his rounds ; — she had a disappointment, 
poor Johnny a slap, and he was sent crying 
into the cottage ! This was rather hard upon 
him, poor little fellow ! How could a child, 
not three years old, be expected to know the 
difference between a pedlar and a baker ! 

But all was quiet again in the cottage, 
Johnny occupied with his supper, and Polly 
with her curl-papers, when in through the 
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open door who should make her entrance but 
Stickasting 1 She came in, as usual, in no 
amiable mood, quite ready to take offence on 
the very shortest notice. She first settled on 
the little baby's arm, but the infant lay per- 
fectly still, half comforted in his troubles by 
sucking his thumb ; the most passionate bee 
in the world could find no excuse for being 
angry with him. Stickasting rested for a few 
moments on the thin tiny arm, then rose and 
approached Polly Bright. 

Every sensible person knows that when a 
bee or a wasp hovers near, the safest way is to 
keep quiet and take no notice ; but Polly was 
not a very sensible person, and being not very 
courageous either, was quite frightened when 
the insect touched her face. If Stickasting 
had mistaken it for a flower, she would very 
soon have found out her blunder, and left the 
little girl in peace ; but, starting back with a 
cry, Polly struck the bee, and Stickasting, 
roused to fury, quickly returned the blow ! 
Mad with passion, the insect struck her sting 
so deep, that it was impossible to withdraw it 
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again, and she left it behind, which occasions 
certain death to a bee ! 

Stickasting felt at once that she had thrown 
away her life in a wild desire for revenge ; that 
her destruction was caused by her own violent 
act ; — she crawled feebly a few inches from 
the spot where she fell and expired — a victim 
to her temper ! 

Loud was the scream which Polly Bright 
uttered on being stutig, so loud that it brought, 
from the opposite cottage, both Minnie Wing- 
field and her brother. On finding out the 
cause of Polly's distress, Minnie hastily ran 
back for the blue-bag, or a little honey, to 
relieve the pain of her school-fellow. But 
Tom, who had very little pity in his nature, 
stood shaking with laughter at the adven- 
ture. 

" Stung by a bee ! stung on the very tip 
of the nose ! what a beauty you will look at 
Greenhill to-night ! ha ! ha ! ha ! if you could 
only see how funny you look, your hair half 
in curl-papers, and half hanging down, and 
your eyes as red with crying as the coral round 
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your neck ! You are for all the world like 
frilly Sally !" 

" It does not show much, does it ?" said 
poor Polly, anxiously, as Minnie returned with 
the blue-bag. 

"It is swelling !" cried Tom, "swelling 
higher and higher ! — 'twill be just like the 
turkey-cock's comb !" 

" Then I can't go to-night — I will not go !" 
exclaimed Polly, sitting down and bursting 
into tears. 

Tom laughed louder ; Minnie in vain tried 
to comfort her — all Polly's happiness was for 
the time overthrown by a bee ! It rested but 
on trifles, and a trifle was enough to make her 
wretched for the rest of that day. 
6 
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The sun set ; the rooks in the squire's park 
had gone to. roost, the bats flew round the ivy- 
covered tower of the village church. The hive 
was becoming quiet and still, the bees hang- 
ing in clusters prepared to go to sleep ; but 
Stickasting had never returned ! Silverwing 
listened in vain for the well-known sound of 
her angry hum, and wondered what could have 
delayed her companion. But never again was 
the poor bee to fly back to the hive, never 
again to labor at the waxen cells ! and alas ! 
how little was her presence missed — still less 
was it regretted ! 

The next morning was warm, bright, and 
sunny ; the bees were early on the wing. The 
larvae were beginning to spin their webs, and 

Digitized by GoOgle 



A WONDEBFUL BOBB. 63 

iherefore no longer required food, so Silverwing 
was free to range over the fields, and gather 
honey for the hive. So tempting was the day, 
that even Honeyball shook her lazy wings and 
crept to the door ; there stood for a few mo- 
ments, jostled by her more active fellow-ser- 
vants, and finally flew off in quest of food. 

How delightful was the air — how fragrant 
the breeze ! The buttercups spread their car- 
pet of gold, and the daisies their mantle of 
silver over the meadows, all glittering with the 
drops of bright dew. Honeyball soon found 
a flower to her taste, and never thought of 
quitting it till she had exhausted all its honied 
store. She had a dim idea that it wap her 
duty to help to fill the cells, but poor Honey- 
ball was too apt to prefer pleasure to duty. 

" I should like to have nothing to do !" she 
murmured, little thinking that a listener waa 
near. 

" Like to have nothing to do ! Is it from a 
hive-bee that I hear such words ! from one 
whose labor is itself all play I" Honeyball 
turned to view the speaker, and beheld on a 
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signpost near her, the most beautiful bee that 
she had ever seen. Her body was larger than 
that of a hive-bee, and her wings were of a 
lovely violet color, like the softest tint of the 
rainbow.* 

Honeyball felt a little confused by the 
address, and a little ashamed of her own 
speech ; but as all bees consider each other 
as cousins, felt it best to put on a frank, easy 
air. 

"Why, certainly, flying about upon a 
morning like this, and making elegant ex- 
tracts from flowers, is pleasant enough for a 
time. But may I ask, lady-bee/' continued 
Honeyball, " if you think as lightly of work- 
ing in wax ?" 

* Working in wax !" half contemptuously 
replied Violetta, "a soft thing which you 
can bend and twist any way, and knead into 
any shape that you choose ! Come and 

* Naturalists doubt whether the violet-bee is a native of 
Britain. It is known that one species of carpenter-bees is 
to be found in England, but the one described above prob- 
ably belongs to foreign lands. 
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look at my home here, and then ask yourself 
if you have any reason to complain of your 
work !" 

Honeyball looked forward with her two 
honeycombed eyes, and upwards and back- 
wards with her three others, but not the 
shadow of a hive could she perceive anywhere. 
"May I venture to ask where you live ?" said 
she at last. 

" This way," cried Violetta, waving her 
feeler, and pointing to a little round hole in 
the post, which Honeyball had not noticed 
before. It looked gloomy and dark, and 
strange to the bee ; but Violetta, who took 
some pride in her mansion, requested Honey- 
ball to step in. 

" You cannot doubt ,my honor," said stfe, 
observing that the hive-worker hesitated, 
"or be suspicious of a cousin?" Honey- 
ball assured her that she had never dreamed 
of such a thing, and entered the hole in the 
post. 

For about an inch the way sloped gently 
downwards, then suddenly became straight as 
6* 

Digitized by GoOgle 



66 WINGS AND STINGS. 

a well, so dark and so deep, that Honeyball 
would have never attempted to reach the bot- 
tom, had she not feared to offend her new ac- 
quaintance. She had some hopes that this 
perpendicular passage might only be a long 
entrance, leading to some cheerful hive — but 
after having explored to the very end, and 
having found nothing but wood to reward her 
search, she crept again up the steep narrow 
way, and with joy found herself once more in 
the sunshine. 

" What do you think of it ?" said Violetta, 
rather proudly. 

" I — I do not think that your hive would 
hold many bees. Is it perfectly finished, may 
I inquire ?" 

" No, I have yet to divide it into chambers 
for my children, each chamber filled with a 
mixture of pollen and honey, and divided from 
the next by a ceiling of sawdust. But the bor- 
ing was finished to-day." 

"You do not mean to say," exclaimed 
Honeyball, in surprise, "that that long gallery 
was ever bored by bees ?" 
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" Not by bees" replied Violetta, with a dig- 
nified bow, " but by one bee ; — I bored it all 
myself." 

The indolent HoneybaU could not conceal 
her amazement. "Is it possible that you 
sawed it all out with your teeth ?" 

"Every inch of the depth/' Violetta re- 
plied. 

" And that you can gather honey and pollen 
enough to fill it ?" 

" I must provide for my children or they 
would starve." 

"And you can make ceilings of such a 
thing as sawdust, to divide your home into 
cells?" 

" This is perhaps the hardest part of my 
task, but nevertheless it must be done." 

" Where will you find sawdust for this car- 
penter's work ?" 

" See yonder little heap, I have gathered it 
together — these are my cuttings from my tun- 
nel in the wood." 

" You are without doubt a most wonderful 
bee ! And you really labor all alone ?" 
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" All alone/' replied Violetta. 

Honeyball thought of her own cheerful 
hive with its thousands of workers and divis- 
ions of labor, and waxen cells dropping with 
golden honey ; she scarcely could believe her 
own five eyes when she saw what one persever- 
ing insect could do ! Her surprise and her 
praise pleased the violet-bee, who took pride 
in showing every part of her work, describing 
her difficulties, and explaining her manner of 
working. 

"One thing strikes me/' said Honeyball, 
glancing down the tunnel; "I should not 
much like to have the place of your eldest 
larva, imprisoned down there in the lowest 
cell, unable to stir till all her sisters have 
eaten their way into daylight." 

Violetta gave what in Bee-land is con- 
sidered a smile. "I have thought of that 
difficulty, and of a remedy too. I am about 
to bore a little hole at the end of my tunnel, 
to give the young bee a way of escape from its 
prison. And now," added Violetta, " I will 
detain you no longer, so much remains to be 
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done, and time is so precious. You probably 
have something to collect for your hive ; I 
am too much your friend to wish you to be 
idle." 

Honeyball thanked her new acquaintance 
and flew away, somewhat the wiser for her 
visit ; but feeling that not for ten pairs of 
purple wings would she change places with the 
carpenter-bee 1 
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" Thbbb 's the pedlar ! Oh ! dear ! and just 
as mother has gone out !" cried Polly, who 
on beginning her afternoon business of nurse 
to the little children, saw, or thought that she 
saw, at the end of her lane, a man with a pack 
travelling along the high road. " There he 
is ! Oh ! if I could only stop him, or if any 
one would look after the baby whilst I am 
gone. Minnie Wingfield ! Ah ! how stupid 
I am to forget that she is now at the afternoon 
school ! I think that baby would keep very 
quiet for five minutes, he cannot roll out of 
his cradle ; but Johnny, he 'd be tumbling 
down, or setting the cottage on fire : I cannot 
leave him for a minute by hinofself. Johnny \" 
said she suddenly, " I want to catch the ped- 
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lar and see his pretty things ; will you come 
with me like a good little boy ?" 

Johnny scrambled to his feet in a moment, 
to the full as eager as herself. Polly held his 
fat little hand tight within her own, and began 
running as fast as she could drag him along. 
But the poor child's round heavy figure and 
short steps were altogether unsuited for any- 
thing like a race. Polly felt him as a dead 
weight hanging to her arm ; in vain she pulled, 
dragged, and jerked, now began to encourage, 
and now to scold ; poor Johnny became tired, 
frightened, and out of breath, and at last fairly 
tumbled upon his face. 

" Get up — I 'm in such a hurry \" — no an- 
swer but a roar. " Stupid child ! he '11 be 
gone !" Johnny bellowed louder than before. 
" There, I '11 leave you on the road, you great 
tiresome boy ! you have half pulled out my 
arm with dragging you on ! 1 11 leave you 
there, and silly Sally may get you." 

Then, without heeding the poor little child's 
cries and entreaties that she would stop, as he 
lay on the ground, half suffocated with sobs, 
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Polly Bright thinking only of the prize which 
her vanity made her so much desire, hastened 
after the pedlar. 

Silly Sally, who has been twice mentioned 
in my tale, was a poor idiot woman, who lived 
with Some kind neighbors on a common about 
two miles from the village. She was perfectly 
harmless, and therefore allowed to go about 
with freedom wherever she chose ; but the 
terrible misfortune, alas ! exposed her to the 
scorn, and sometimes even persecution of 
wicked children, who made the worst use of 
the senses left them, by tormenting one al- 
ready so much afflicted. Poor Sally used to 
wander about the lanes, uttering her unmean- 
ing sound. Perhaps even she had some pleas- 
ure in life, when the sun shone brightly and > 
the flowers were out, for she would gather the 
wild rose from the bank, or the scarlet poppies 
from the field, and weave them into garlands 
for her head. Nothing pleased her more than 
when she found a long feather to add to her 
gaudy wreath : if the poor witless creature had 
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delight in making herself gay, Polly at least 
had no right to laugh at her. 

Timid and easily frightened, the idiot felt a 
nervous terror for schoolboys, for which they 
had given her but too much cause. She had 
been hooted at, even pelted with mud, pursued 
with laughter like a hunted beast ; twice had 
Minnie to interfere with her brother, pleading 
even with tears for one so helpless and un- 
happy. If there be any thing more brutal 
and hateful than cruelty to a harmless an- 
imal, it is heartless barbarity to a defenceless 
idiot; to one who bears our image, is descended 
from our race, and whose only crime is the 
being most unfortunate. Deal gently, dear 
children, with the poor senseless idiot ; we 
trust that there is a place in heaven even for 
him; the powers denied him in this world 
may be granted in the next, and in a brighter 
realm, although never here below, he may be 
found at his Lord's feet, clothed and in his 
right mind I 

On hastened the little girl, breathless and 
panting. At the place where the roads joined 
7 
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she looked anxiously up the highway, to see 
if she had not been mistaken in her distant 
view of the traveller. No, there was the ped- 
lar, pack and all and no mistake, but walking 
more briskly than might have been expected 
from his burden and the warmth of the after- 
noon ; his pack must have been much light- 
ened since he first set out with it. 

Polly called out — but he either did not hear, 
or did not attend ; the wind was blowing the 
dust in her face, she was tired with her vain 
attempts to drag poor Johnny, her shoes were 
<?oWp At heel and hindered her running; for 
HHby no means follows that those who wish 
to be fine care to be tidy also. But the brooch 
of Mse diamonds, the coveted brooch ! the 
thought of that urged her on to- still greater 
efforts, even the remembrance of her swelled 
nose was lost in the hope of possessing such a 
beautiful ornament ! Polly, as she shuffled 
hastily along, saw more than one person meet 
the pedlar ; if they would but stop him, if 
only for one minute, to give her time to get 
up with him at last ! No one stopped him 
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—how fast he. seemed to walk ; Polly's face 
was flashed and heated, her hair hung about 
her ears — would that we were as eager and 
persevering in the pursuit of what really is 
precious, as the girl was in that of a worthless 
toy! 

At last her gasped-out " Stop !" reached 
the ear of the pedlar ; he paused, and turned 
round, and in a few minutes more his pack 
was opened to the admiring eyes of Polly. 
Ah ! how she coveted this thing and that, 
how she wished that her six pennies were 
shillings instead. A cherry-colored necker- 
chief, a pink silk lace, a large steel pin, and 
a jewelled ring, how they took her fancy 
and made her feel how difficult it is to de- 
cide, when surrounded by many things alike 
tempting ! 

But at last the wonderful brooch of false 
diamonds was produced ; there was only one 
left in the pedlar's stock : how fortunate did 
Polly think it that it also had not been sold 
— neckerchief, lace, pin, or ring was nothing 
compared to this ! She tried it on, had some 
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doubts of the strength of the pin, tried in vain 
to obtain a lessening of the price ; — it ended 
in the girl's placing all her pence in the hand 
of the pedlar, and carrying home her prize 
with delight. She had had her wish, her 
vanity was gratified, the brooch was her own, 
but to possess is not always to enjoy. 

Polly returned to her cottage with much 
slower steps ; she was heated and tired, and 
perhaps a little conscious that she had not 
been faithful to her trust. As she came near 
her home she quickened her pace, for to her 
surprise she heard voices within, and voices 
. whose tones told of anxiety and fear. These 
were the words which struck her ear, and made 
her pause ere she ventured to enter. 

"What a mercy it is that I returned for 
the basket that I had forgotten ! if I had 
not, what would have become of my poor 
babe !" exclaimed Mrs. Bright in much agita- 
tion. 

" I can't understand how it happened/' re- 
plied another voice, which Polly knew to bo 
that of Mrs. Winsfield. 
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" You may well say that," said the mother ; 
Polly could hear that she was rocking her 
chair backwards and forwards, as she some- 
times did when hushing the sick child to sleep. 
" I left Polly in charge of the children, I came 
back to find her gone, and my poor, poor baby 
in a fit." 

Polly turned cold, and trembled so that she 
could hardly stand. 

" Is there no one who could go for a doctor ?" 
continued the agitated mother, "another fit 
may come on : I would give the world to see 
him!" 

" I am so feeble," replied Mrs. Wingfield, 
" that I am afraid— " 

" Take the baby then, and I'll go myself; 
not a moment is to be lost." 

" No, no, there 's my boy Tom," cried Mrs. 
Wingfield, as she saw her son run hastily into 
her little cottage, which was just opposite to 
Mrs. Bright's. 

" Oh ! send him, in mercy send him !" cried 
the mother ; and her neighbor instantly crossed 
over to fulfil her wishes, passing Polly as she 
7* 
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did so, and looking at her with mingled sur- 
prise and scorn, though in too much haste to 
address her. 

" My boy — my own darling !" murmured 
the anxious mother, pressing her sick child 
to her bosom, "what will your father say 
when he hears of this ?" Except her low 
sad voice, the cottage was so still that the 
very silence was terrible to Polly.; it would 
have been a relief to have heard the feeble 
fretful wail which had made her feel impatient 
so often ! > 

With pale anxious face, and noiseless step, 
dreading to meet her mother's eye, the un- 
happy girl stole into the cottage. There sat 
Mrs. Bright, her bonnet, thrown back from her 
head, her hair hanging loose, her gaze fixed 
upon the child in her arms ; whilst the poor 
little babe, with livid waxen features and half- 
closed eyes, lay so quiet, and looked so terribly 
ill, that but for his hard breathing his sister 
would have feared that his life had indeed 
passed away. 

Mtb. Bright raised her head as Polly en- 
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tered and regarded her with a look whose ex- 
pression of deep grief was even more terrible 
than anger. She aske4 no question ; perhaps 
the misery in which she saw the poor girl 
made her unwilling to add to her suffering by 
reproach, or perhaps, and this was Polly's 
own bitter thought, she considered her un- 
worthy of a word. Whatever was the cause, 
no conversation passed between them, except 
a few short directions from the mother about 
things connected with the comfort of the 
baby, as poor Polly, with an almost bursting 
heart, tried to do any thing and every thing 
for him. 

In the meantime Tom had gone for the 
doctor, though with an unwillingness and de- 
sire to delay which had made his mother both 
surprised and indignant. 

"He should go by the fields," he said, 
though he well knew that to be the longest 
way, and he would have done so, had not Mrs. 
Wingfield roused herself to such anger, that 
even her rude and undutiful son did not dare 
to disobey her. 

• 
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The doctor came in about an hour, Tom hav- 
ing happily found him at home, and, with an 
anxiety which those who have attended be- 
loved ones in the hour of sickness only can 
tell, Mrs. Bright and Polly listened for his 
opinion of the case. The doctor examined the 
child, and asked questions concerning his ill- 
ness : " How long had the fit lasted ?" There 
was a most painful pause ; Mrs. Bright looked 
at her daughter ; Polly could not utter a 
word ; it was not till the question was repeated 
that the distressing reply, " No one knows," 
was given. 

" Was the child long ailing ?" 

" How was he when you left him ?" said 
Mrs. Bright to the miserable Polly. 

" Very well— that 's to say — I don't exactly 
—he was — I think — " 

" There has been gross negligence here/' 
said the doctor, sternly ; " gross negligence," 
he repeated, "and it may cost the child his life." 

Polly could only clasp her hands in anguish, 
but the mother exclaimed, " Oh ! sir, is there 
no hope for my boy !" 
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" While there is life there is hope/' replied 
the doctor, in a more kindly tone ; " he must 
be bled at once. Have you a basin here ?" he 
added, taking a small instrument case from 
his pocket. 

Polly was at all times timid and nervous, 
and quite unaccustomed to self-command, and 
now, when she would have given worlds to have 
been useful, her hand shook so violently, her 
feelings so overcame her, that there was no 
chance of her doing any thing but harm. 

" Give the basin to me, dear/' said a gentle 
voice behind her ; Minnie Wingfield had just 
entered the cottage. " You look so ill, you 
must not be present ; go up stairs, Polly, I will 
help your mother." 

" Oh ! what shall I do ?" cried the miser- 
able girl, wringing her hands. 

" Go and pray/' whispered Minnie as she 
glided from her side, and Polly, trembling and 
weeping, slowly went up the narrow wooden 
staircase, and entering her little chamber, sank 
down upon her knees. 

" Oh ! spare him, only spare him, my dar- 
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ling little brother !" she could at first utter no 
other words. She had never loved the baby 
as she did now, when she feared that she might 
be about to lose him, and bitterly she lamented 
her own impatient temper that had made her 
weary of the duty of tending him. Oh ! that 
we would so act towards our relations, that if 
death should remove any one from our home, 
our grief should not be embittered by the 
thought, "I was no comfort or blessing to him 
while he was here, and now the opportunity 
of being so is gone for ever !" 

But the most terrible thought to Polly was, 
that the baby's danger might be partly owing 
to her neglect ; should he die — should th a little 
darling be token away, could her mother ever 
forgive her ? As Polly sobbed in an agony of 
grief, something fell from her bosom upon the 
floor : she started at the sight of her forgotten 
brooch, that which she had coveted so much — 
that which had cost her so dear. Snatching it 
up, and springing to her feet, with a sudden 
impulse she ran to the window, and flung it 
far out into the lane. Then once more falling 
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on her knees, again she prayed, but more 
calmly, and she implored not only that the 
baby might live, but that her own weak vain 
heart might be cleansed, that she might hence- 
forth live not only for herself, but do her duty 
as a faithful servant of God. She rose some- 
what comforted, and creeping down stairs, list- 
ened ere she ventured to enter the little parlor. 

" I hope that he may do well now ; I shall 
send something for him to-night — keep him 
quiet — I shall call here to-morrow." These 
were the doctor's parting words, and they were 
a great relief to Polly. She came in softly, 
and bent down by the baby, now laid again in 
his little cradle, and looking white as the sheet 
that was over him ; she would have kissed his 
thin pale face, but she feared to disturb the 
poor child. Her heart was full of mingled 
sorrow and love : she felt as though she could 
never bear to leave him again. 

" Thank you, Minnie, my girl," said Mrs. 
Bright, earnestly, " you have been a real com- 
fort to me in my time of need. Your mother 
is a happy woman to have such a child." 
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" Can I do any thing else for you now ?" 
said Minnie ; " if you would allow me to sit 
up instead of you to-night ?" 

" No, no, I could not close an eye. But I 
should be glad if you would bring Johnny 
home, my dear ; it is near his bedtime, 
and I do not think that he will disturb the 
baby." 

" I will bring him with pleasure ; where is 
he ?" said Minnie. 

" Where is he !" repeated Mrs. Bright ; " is 
he not at your home ?" 

" No, he has not been there all day." Polly 
started as if she had been stabbed. 

" Then where is he ?" cried Mrs. Bright, 
looking anxiously round; "is he upstairs, 
Polly ?" The' miserable girl shook her head. 
Her fears for the baby had made her quite 
forget her little brother, and it now flashed 
across her mind that she had not passed him 
in the lane, when she had retraced her steps 
to the cottage. Where could he haye gone ? 
where could he be now ? 
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Mrs. Bright had endured much, but her cup 
seemed now to overflow ; she walked close up 
to Polly, laid a heavy grasp upon her shoul- 
der, and said in a tone which the girl remem- 
bered to her dying day, "when was your 
brother last with you ?" 

"About two hours ago, just before you re- 
turned home," faltered Polly. 

" And where did you leave him ?" 
" In the lane, near the high-road/' 
" Go and find him/' said the mother, be- 
tween her clenched teeth, " or never let me 
set eyes on you again !" 

Polly rushed out of the cottage, and began 
her anxious search up and down the lane, by 
the hedge, in the ditch, along the road, ask- 
ing every person that she met, and from every 
one receiving the same disheartening answer. 
No one had seen the boy, no one could think 
what had become of him, he was too young to 
have wandered far ; had he run towards the 
road, he must have been met by Polly — if the 
other way, he must have been seen by his 
8 
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mother; he could not have got over the hedge : 
there was no possibility of his having lost his 
way. Many neighbors joined in the search, 
many pitied the unhappy mother, but she was 
less to be pitied than Polly. 
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We will now return to our little friend, 
Honeyball, whom we left flying from the 
curious dwelling of the carpenter-bee. We 
will follow her as she lazily proceeded along 
the lane in which were situated the cottages 
of Mrs. Wingfield and Mrs. Bright, the sweet 
flowers in the garden of the former rendering 
it a favorite resort for bees. This was not 
long after noon, and therefore a few hours be- 
fore all the troubles related in the last chapter 
had occurred, while Polly and her two little 
charges were yet safe in their own comfortable 
cottage. 

Honeyball looked at Spinaway busily mend- 
ing her net, torn by the adventure of Sipsyrup, 
and laughed as she thought of the folly of her 
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companion. Honeyball was not vain enough 
to be enticed by sugared words : her dangers 
arose from quite another source, her greediness 
and great self-indulgence. Her eye was now 
attracted by a little bottle hung up by the 
porch, not far from the rose-bush ; it had been 
placed there by Tom to catch wasps ; perhaps 
he had hoped to entrap some others of the 
winged tribes, for he had just taken a fancy 
to make a collection of insects, and woe unto 
any small creature that might fall intQ his 
merciless hands ! 

Honeyball alighted on the bottle, then flut- 
tered to the top, allured by the sugary scent. 
The brim was sticky ; she unsheathed her 
long bright tongue, tasted, approved, and 
then sipped again. At this moment she 
heard a buzz near her, and looking up with 
her back eyes, perceived her friend Silver- 
wing. 

"Do come from that huge bright hard 
cell !" cried the bee ; " I am sure that it never 
was formed by any of our tribe, and I do not 
believe that it holds honey." 
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"It holds something very good, and in 
such abundance too !" replied Honeyball ; " a 
thousand honeysuckles would not contain so 
much !" 

" There is danger, I am certain that there 
is danger !" cried Silverwing ; " what if it 
should have been placed there on purpose to 
catch us ?" 

" You think me as foolish as Sipsyrup !" 

"No, not foolish, but—" 

" Too fond of good living, and too lazy 
to like trouble in procuring it. Well, I 
daresay that you are right, Silverwing; I 
believe that, as you say, there may be dan- 
ger." 

" Then wby not come away ?" persisted the 
bee. 

" Because the taste is so good \" said 
her companion, bending over the rim — 
the next moment she was struggling in the 
syrup. 

Ah ! Honeyball ! weak, foolish insect ! In 
vain do you struggle, in vain do you buzz, in 
vain your grieved friend flutters against the 
8* 
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glass — you have sacrificed yourself for a little 
indulgence, like thousands who look at the 
tempting glass, know their danger, yet will 
not abstain ! 

As Silverwing, on the outside of the bottle, 
was uttering her hum of pity and regret, 
suddenly a handkerchief was thrown over 
her, and the loud rough voice of Tom was 
heard. 

" Rather a paltry beginning to my collec- 
tion, a wretched hive-bee ! But I have 
caught it so cleverly, without its being 
crushed, or spoiled by the syrup, and I will 
keep it till I get that stuff which Ben told me 
of, which kills insects without hurting their 
beauty !" 

Poor unhappy Silverwing L she was indeed 
in a terrible position ; she had not even power 
to use her sting in self-defence, for to plunge 
it into the handkerchief would have been use- 
less indeed, and she felt all that a bee might 
be expected to feel, in the power of its most 
cruel foe. Tom carried her into the cottage, 
and carefully unclosing the handkerchief, after 
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he had mounted upon a chair to reach the 
shelf easily, he shook his poor prisoner into his 
own mug, and tied some paper firmly over 
the top. 

Silverwing flew round and round, buzzing 
in terror ; she only hurt her wings against the 
rides. Then she crawled over the paper which 
formed the ceiling of her prison, but no hole 
for escape could she find. It was clear that 
she was now shut out from all hope, con- 
demned perhaps to some lingering death ; 
while her companions were flying about, busy 
and happy, she was to pine, a lonely prisoner, 
here ! At first her feelings were those of 
despair; then quietly, though sadly, she 
made up her mind to submit to her cruel 
fete. She no longer fluttered about rest- 
lessly, but settling at the bottom of the 
mug, in patience awaited the return of her 
tormentor. 

Hours passed before Tom came back ; there 
had been other voices in the cottage, but no 
one had touched the place of Silverwing's im- 
prisonment. Mrs. Wingfield had been called 
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out hastily by her neighbor Mrs. Bright, on 
the discovery of the illness of the baby ; and 
as Minnie had not then returned from school, 
the cottage was left quite empty. Presently 
there was a rapid step, then the sound of some 
one jumping upon the chair ; Silverwing felt 
the mug moved, then the paper raised — she 
was ready to make a last effort to escape 
through the opening, but her little tyrant took 
good care to give no time for that, he only 
shook in another victim, and then shut down 
the paper quickly, and placed a book on the 
top. 

Silverwing paid no attention to what was 
passing in the cottage round her, though I 
may as well remind the reader of what passed 
in the last chapter — how Tom had scarcely 
got down from the chair before his mother 
came in and ordered him to go off in haste 
for the doctor, as Mrs. Bright's baby was very 
ill indeed ; how Tom hesitated and said that 
he would go by the fields, and then was sent 
off direct by his mother in much displeasure. 
To all this, as I said, Silverwing paid no at- 
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tention ; her little world was contained in the 
mug, and all her interest was aroused by her 
fellow-prisoner. Poor Violetta, with her fine 
purple wings, was the prey of the collector of 
insects ! He had not cared to explore her 
curious home, to learn her customs and ways, 
or admire her instinct ; he only wished to have 
the dead body of an insect that he thought 
curious, and had no scruple about destroying 
it to gratify this wish. 

Violetta was not so patient as poor Silver- 
wing had been. She dashed herself against the 
mug ; in passionate distress, she would listen 
to no words of comfort ! Then she vainly tried 
to exercise her wonderful powers of gnawing ; 
from a wooden box she perhaps might have 
worked her way to freedom, but the hard slip- 
pery crockery resisted her utmost efforts, her 
poor little teeth could not even make an im- 
pression ! Exhausted at last, - she remained 
quite still, and Silverwing, forgetful of her own 
distress, began to attempt to soothe her com- 
panion. 

Thus they remained till the evening with- 
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out food, almost without hope ; Mrs. Wing- 
field had gone to attempt to comfort her 
neighbor, nearly wild at the loss of her 
Johnny ; and now Minnie and Tom both 
entered the cottage together. Their conver- 
sation had no interest for the bees, in their 
mug ; but as it is possible that it may have 
some for my reader, I shall proceed to give 
some account of it in the following chapter. 
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"Oh ! Tom/' said Minnie, "is not this a 
terrible misfortune that has happened to poor 
Mrs. Bright ?" 

Tom gave a sort of grunt of assent. 

" And the baby so ill ! Mother doubts that 
he will live over the night ! I am glad that 
you found the doctor so soon. But what can 
have become of dear little Johnny 1 The 
Barnes and the Smiths have been all on the 
search ; they say that if the wind had not been 
blowing the dust so much along the lane, the 
little fellow might have been tracked by his 
footsteps. No one can imagine where he can 
have gone — he is so very young — so unable to 
wander far ! Poor Polly ! I am so sorry for 
herr 
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" I witfh that you would not be talking for 
ever about Johnny !" exclaimed Tom in a petu- 
lant tone. 

" How can one think or talk of any thing 
else ?" replied Minnie radly — "I did so love 
that noble boy !" 

" Have done with it I" cried her brother, 
more angrily than before. 

Minnie looked at hitia with pain, and then 
rierid in a low tone, " I thought that you had 
even joined in the search/' 

" I have joined — I would give any thing to 
find him !" exclaimed Tom, striking his hand 
on the table as he spoke, with such passionate 
energy that he almost startled his sister. 

" Did you see nothing of the dear child," 
said Minnie, as a thought suddenly occurred 
to her, " when you came to our cottage, just 
before you went fot the doctor, you know ?" 

u Did n't I tell you that I wanted to hear 
no more about the matter !" cried Tom, hie 
whole face becoming the color of crimson. 

Minnie's eyes were fixed upon him steadily, 
earnestly ; rude, bold boy as he was, he shrank 

. Digitized by GoOgle 



r 



A CONFESSION". 97 

from her piercing gaze. Going nearer to her 
brother, and speaking very distinctly, but in a 
voice hardly above a whisper, she said, " I be- 
lieve that you know more about Johnny than 
you will tell." 

" Believe what you like, and let me alone." 

" Tom, I implore you hide nothing from us. 
Oh ! think of the misery of the poor broken- 
hearted mother !" and she laid her hand upon 
his arm. 

" Speak another word and I '11 strike you !" 
cried Tom, roughly shaking her off. 

u Strike me if you will, but I must speak. 
Where did you see that child last ?" 

" You can get nothing out of me," growted 
Tom. 

" Then I must call those who can," said . 
Minnie, firmly, turning round as if to quit 
the cottage. " This is a matter of life or 
death!" She looked pale, but very deter- 
mined. 

" Who are you going to call ?" said Tom, 
his manner betraying some fear. 

" My mother— if necessary, the clergyman 
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r — the magistrate !" Tom caught her by 
the arm as he exclaimed, " Stop, Minnie, oh ! 
stop — you shall hear all and judge ! I don't 
know where the boy is — I would give my right 
hand that I did ; — it is true that I saw him 
last, and I have searched all the place again 
and again ! You would not betray me — you 
would not, Minnie ! — you might ruin me, but 
Qould not help Johnny ! Sit down here, and 
listen to me quietly, and you shall know every 
thing that has happened !" 

Minnie sat down beside him, her heart beat- 
ing fast. He gave her a short but true account 
of what had passed, omitting, however, some 
little particulars which we shall relate more at 
length. 

You will remember that we left poor 
Johnny crying in the lane, vainly trying to 
call back his sister, as she Jmrried i n pursuit 
of the pedlar. When the child found his 
terrors unheeded, his loud roar gradually 
sank into a low broken sob, he scrambled to 
his feet, rubbed his plump, dusty hand 
across his eyes to brush away the tears, 
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and began to think of trotting back to the 
cottage. 

Just as the little fellow was commencing 
his journey, he heard a voice call him from the 
other side of the hedge which bordered the 
narrow lane. At first, fancying that it might 
be silly Sally, with whom he had been threat- 
ened, Johnny was inclined to run the faster 
for the call ; but he soon knew Tom when he 
saw him clambering over and holding some- 
thing in his hand. 

"Here's something for you, my jolly 
little man!" cried Tom, who amused him- 
self sometimes by playing with, but more 
often by teasing his little rosy-cheeked 
neighbor. 

" What got ?" asked the child, as Tom 
jumped down beside him. Johnny was always 
sparing of his words. 

" A nest of little birds that was swinging 
on a bough ; I knocked off the nest, and down 
came the birds !" 

" All dead !" said Johnny, sadly. 

" Why, yes, you see they had some way to 
« 
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fall ; the little things broke their necks, so 
there was an end of them !" 

" Poor 'ittle birds ! knocked off tree I" said 
the pitying child. Tom was provoked at see- 
ing the pity. 

" What a silly little goose you are, Johnny ! 
It was fine fan to set nest and all a-flying, and 
finish the whole family at once !" 

But whatever might be the opinion of Tom, 
the plump little cottager kept to his own, and 
only more sadly repeated the words, "Poor 
'ittle birds ! knocked off tree !" 

" Oh ! if you 've such a fancy for swinging 
on a tree, we '11 have you up directly, and 
make an * 'ittle bird' of you ! " and laughing 
at the struggles and entreaties of the child, 
Tom suddenly lifted him over the hedge, and 
followed him into the field, flinging the 
wretched dead birds into a ditch. 

In vain Johnny kicked and pushed and 
roared ; Tom was a remarkably tall and strong 
boy, and catching the poor child up in his 
arms, he ran with him across the field ! There 
was another hedge at the opposite side, which 
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Tom passed as easily as he had done the first, 
and they now found themselves at the edge 
of a wood, thickly filled with trees of various 
sizes ! 

It was a delight to Tom to cause terror and 
alarm; no feeling of pity with him ever cut 
short a joke. In a few moments poor Johnny 
was perched upon a branch, clinging and roar- 
ing with all his might. 

" There, < 'ittle bird/ I hope that you like 
your bough ! — shall I shake it an 'ittle, just 
to give you a nice swing ? Hold tight, mind 
you don't fall, or you 11 break your fat neck 
as the 'ittle birds did 1" Then he began to 
sing— 

" Hushaby, baby, on the tree-top, 
When the wind blows the cradle will rock ; 
When the bough breaks the cradle will fall i 
Down comes poor baby, cradle and all 1" 

How long Tom would have gone on tor- 
menting the child no one can tell, if suddenly 
he had not been struck by the appearance of 
a curious bee, which had alighted for a moment 
upon a wild-flower near. 
9* 
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" Oh ! what a splendid bee !" he cried, 
leaving hold of the branch to which Johnny 
still clung. " Sit you there till I catch it, 
is n't it a beauty — I never saw such fine purple 
wings !" 

My reader has probably guessed that it was 
poor Violetta whose fatal beauty had attracted 
his eye. Johnny and his terrors all were for- 
gotten, while Tom rushed forward in eager 
pursuit ; the frightened child stopping his 
crying to watch the chase, which ended in 
Tom's securing his prize in his handkerchief. 

Impatient to carry it at once to a safe place, 
afraid of its either escaping or being crushed 
in his hold, Tom, whose cottage was so near 
that he could reach it in a few minutes, sprang 
over the hedge, and ran fast across the field. 
Thus Johnny was left in a position of some 
peril; not knowing how long the boy's absence 
might be, he shouted as loudly and as vainly 
after Tom as he before had done after his 
sister. 

" And did you not return soon ?" cried Min- 
nie, as Tom reached this part of his story. 
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"How could I ? Mother sent me off di- 
rectly for the doctor." 
iC Oh, why, why did you not tell her ?" 
" Very likely, indeed, that I should tell her 
that I had left little Johnny sticking in a tree ! 
I could only hope that he would stick there 
until I could get back — I returned at full 
speed from the doctor's, I can assure you, but 
when I reached the wood, not a trace of the 
little fellow could I find." 

"Oh ! Tom !" exclaimed Minnie, with a look 
of horror, " such a terrible thought has struck 
me !" 

" I daresay that it has struck me before/' 
gloomily replied her brother. 

" Was it, oh ! was it far from the well ?" 
" If he 's there," said Tom in a hollow voice, 
14 he 's dead long before now." 
" Did you search there ?" 
" I looked down and saw nothing." 
" Looked down ! Oh ! Tom, this is worse 
than mockery! If the waters were above 
him — it's so deep— so dark ! — " 

" What is to be done !" exclaimed the boy. 
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" Some one must go down in the bucket. 
Oh ! there is not a moment to be lost I" 
Minnie would have rushed from the cottage, 
but her brother held her fast. 

" There is no use in rousing the village 
now!" he cried — "do you mean to ruin, to 
destroy me ! Minnie, if you betray me — if 
it is found that the child is drowned — people 
will say that — that — " and his look of terror 
told a great deal more than his words. 

" But "you never threw him in — it was only 
foolish play — " 

" Who can prove that ? Oh ! Minnie, 
would you bring me to a jail — or perhaps to 
worse ?" 

" Then let us go ourselves !" exclaimed the 
little girl — divided between anxiety for her 
brother and fears for the lost child. " I must 
either go or send — and if there is danger to 
you— " 

" We will go — do any thing, only in pity be 
silent ! Minnie, Minnie, you cannot tell how 
miserable I am !" 

Without pausing another moment, both ran 
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out of the cottage, only fearful lest they should 
be seen and detained ; Tom helped Minnie 
over the low hedge, but she hardly needed 
help, so eager was she to reach the well ! The 
rose-tint of sunset had now given place to 
evening's gray — the dew was falling, dark 
clouds gathered over the sky ; but heeding 
nothing, pausing for nothing, the Wingfields 
pressed on, and were soon standing by the side 
of the well 
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" What has become of these two children 
of mine !" said Mrs. Wingfield, fretfully, as 
on her return from her neighbor's she found 
the cottage empty. " I 'm sure such a day of 
bustle as I have had — scarce out of one trouble 
before I am into another ! Well, poor Mrs. 
Bright is still worse off, that is one thing — I 
am glad that the baby has at last dropped 
asleep !" 

It grew darker and darker ; Mrs. Wingfield 
became uneasy. She stirred the fire, filled the 
kettle, then with a long weary sigh sat down 
to rest — she missed Minnie and her quiet at- 
tentions. 

I suppose that they are still put, searching 
for little Johnny. I fear that there will be 
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rain — I wish that they were back !" Mrd. 
Wingfield fancied that she heard a low knock ^ 
at the door. 

" Come in," she said, but no one entered. 
Mrs. Wingfield drew her chair nearer to the 
fire, leaned her head upon her hand, and wished 
that Tom and Minnie would not stay out so late. 

Again the same low knock — she called out 
louder, " Come in," and the faint light which 
came through the doorway was darkened by 
a figure which seemed to linger, as if in fear, 
on the threshold. Then the voice of poor Polly 
was heard, " Oh ! Mrs. Wingfield, can you tell 
me how baby is ?" 

" What, Polly, is that you ? Come in, my 
poor child — all cold and wet with the dew t 
Why don't you go home ?" 

" I dare not !" said Polly, bursting into 
tears ; " mother forbade me, till Johnny is 
found. Oh ! tell me how baby is ; is he bet- 
ter ? will he live ?" She could hardly speak 
through her sobs. 

" Tes, he is better ; that is to say, he is 
aaleep " 
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"Not dead! 99 exelaimed Polly, alarmed at 
the word. 

" Dead ! no, child — why, how you tremble ! 
Come to the fire ; III get you a little tea and 
toast." 

"I could not eat — it would choke me! 
Oh ! that I had never left the children — that 
I had done my duty as Minnie would have 
done ! She, she has been a comfort in her 
home— but I — " 

" Come, come/' said Mrs. Wingfield, in a 
soothing tone, "don't go breaking your heart 
in this way, all may come right at last. Would 
not you like to see the baby ?" 

" Oh ! if I might only sit up with him 
all night ! But I may not return without 
Johnny !" 

" Tour mother never meant that ; come, I Tl 
take you to her myself ; when she sees how 
you feel all this, I am sure that she will for- 
give you." 

Mrs. Wingfield was a kind-hearted woman, 
and taking Polly's trembling hand within her 
own, she crossed over the lane to Mrs. 

Digitized by G00gle 



A SUDDEN FALL. 109 

Bright's. Polly shrank back as they reached 
the door. 

" Oh ! say, do you bring me news of my 
child !" cried the poor anxious woman from 
within, 

{C Not of Johnny, yet still of your child. 
There is one here who is afraid to come in ; 
poor thing, she has almost cried herself to 
death." 

"Polly!" murmured the mother, and 
stretched out her arms ; in another mo- 
ment the poor girl was sobbing upon her 
bosom ! 

Amidst the troubles of our human friends 
we must not quite forget those of our little 
winged ones. The frightened hungry bees, 
confined in their small prison, passed the long 
hours in most uncomfortable plight. 

" What a bitter thing it is !" cried Violetta, 
sinking exhausted, after a last effort to 
gnaw through the unyielding crockery, "to 
think of all the joy and happiness left in 
the world, from which we are shut out for 
ever ! To-morrow the lark will be rising 
10 
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on high, the butterfly flitting over the 
daisied meadow, your comrades feasting 
in the dewy flowers, all Nature one hum of 
life!" 

"I am glad that they can enjoy still, 
there is some comfort in that !" said Silver- 
wing. 

"•That is a feeling which I cannot under- 
stand," observed Violetta. " It is strange that 
the very same thought should give pain to me 
and pleasure to you !" 

Violetta had had no great experience of 
life or she would have known that such is 
often the case. Living by herself, as a soli- 
tary insect, she had never heard one of the 
mottoes of Bee-land : From the blossom of a 
comrade's success one draws the poison, of 
envy, another the honey of delight. 

The village church-clock had struck the 
hour of nine ; it was seldom that its sound 
could be heard in the cottage of Mrs. Wing- 
field, but now the place was so still that the 
breeze bore it distinctly to her listening ear. 
Weary, she lay on her bed, unwilling to sleep 
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till her children should return. The rain 
was beginning to fall without; the heavy 
clouds, bending towards earth, made the 
night much darker than is usual in sum- 
mer. Presently a sound was heard at the 
door. 

" Minnie, is that you ?" cried the mother. 

" It is Polly," answered a mournful voice, 
as the little girl entered the cottage. 

" Is the baby worse ?" asked Mrs. Wing- 
field. 

"I hope not — but mother is in such a 
state about Johnny ! — if it were not for 
baby, she would be wandering all night in 
the rain ! I came to ask if you could kindly 
give her a little hartshorn — I know that 
that is what you take when you are poorly/' 

" You are heartily welcome to what I 
have," replied the cottager ; " I daresay that 
you can find it yourself— I need not rise. 
Snuff the long wick of the candle, and there 
— don't put it in the draught — mind you don't 
snuff it out — why, how your poor fingers 
tremble !" 
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How changed was Polly since the morn- 
ing's sun had risen ! Her cheeks pale and 
haggard, her eyes swollen with weeping, 
her dress hanging damp around her chill 
form ; who would have guessed that she 
ever could have been the gayest girl in the 
village ! 

" You will find the bottle on the shelf, you 
can reach it with a chair," continued Mrs. 
Wingfield, raising herself on one arm, to 
watch the proceedings of the girl. " There, 
do you not see, just behind that mug. Why, 
what have you done !" she cried in a tone of 
impatience, as something came crashing upon* 
the floor ! 

What had she done indeed ! She had 
thrown down Tom's mug, and set two little 
prisoners free ! Yes, they were free, free as 
the air which they now joyously beat with 
their little wings ! Uttering a loud hum 
of delight, they flew round the cottage, dart- 
ed to the door, then drew back, afraid of 
the damp, and at last both settled sociably 
under the table, to enjoy together a nice 
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crumb of sugar that Tom had dropped on the 
floor! 

Oh ! if liberty is so sweet, so precious to 
all, who would deprive even an insect of its 
birth-right ! Let them spread the free wing, 
unconfined and happy, and let us find our 
pleasure rather in seeing them in the position 
for which Providence formed and designed 
them, than in keeping them as captives, the 
slaves to our will, deprived of their life's dear- 
est blessing ! 

10* 
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$tt Iitghasant Iffurntg* 

Minnie and her brother stood at the brink 
of the well, and gazed with straining eyes 
into its depths. 

. " Which of us should go down ?" said 
Minnie. 

" You need not have asked such a question, 
you know that you are not strong enough to 
draw me up, and I doubt/' added Tom, pass- 
ing his hand along the rope, " I doubt that this 
is strong enough to bear me." 

Minnie drew one step backwards — "If it 
should break with me !" she murmured. 

" You should have thought of that before/' 
was Tom's only reply. 

" Tom, at all risks I must go — I could not 
sleep to-night with this horrible doubt on my 

Digitized by GoOgle 



AN UNPLEASANT JOUBNEY. 115 

mind, and you will not let me call others to 
help ! — I trust that the Almighty will take 
care of me, for my only hope is in Him ! Help 
me to get into the bucket ; and oh ! be very 
careful, dear Tom — you do not know how 
much frightened I am !" 

" Hold the rope firmly/' said her brother ; 
"and here, take this long stick to feel about 
in the water when you are down I" Tom was 
extremely anxious to have his own mind re- 
lieved, or, heartless as he was, he could hardly 
have consented to let his young sister run this 
risk. But there was nothing that the selfish 
boy dreaded so much as that his share in 
Johnny's wanderings should be known, if his 
fearful suspicion were true, and the poor child 
had indeed perished through his folly. 

Minnie shook with terror as the bucket be- 
gan to descend ; every moment she fancied the 
rope giving way, and that she should be 
plunged into the water, below. The strange 
damp smell, the dim light, the peculiar sound 
of her own voice in that hollow confined place, 
all added to her feeling of fear. 
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" Stop, Tom/' she cried, as the bucket 
touched the water. Tom looked down and 
could perceive some one below ; but, all indis- 
tinct and dim, he could not have recognized 
that it was his sister. 

" Can you find any thing ?" he whispered, 
kneeling down, after fixing the wheel, and lean- 
ing over with his hands resting on the brink. 
He heard a little splashing in the water, and 
waited for the answer of Minnie with great 
anxiety. " Can you find any thing there ?" 
he repeated. 

" No." Oh ! the relief brought by that one 
little word ! 

" Have you searched well ?" said Tom ; 
" have you searched to the bottom ?" 

" Quite to the bottom— there is nothing but 
water, heaven be praised !" said the hollow 
voice from below. " Now draw me up again, 
but softly, very softly. Oh ! how thankful 
I shall be if I ever reach the top !" 

There was not another word spoken by either 
brother or sister, while Tom, with painful ex- 
ertion, turned the handle of the wheel, and 
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first Minnie's clinging hands, and then her 
frightened face appeared above the level of 
the well 

Tom helped her to the side, which she could 
not have reached by herself— and then falling 
on her knees, the poor little girl returned her 
fervent thanks to heaven, at once for Johnny's 
deliverance from the well, and her own. 

" Now let us return/' said Tom, " there is 
no use in remaining here ; it is growing quite 
dark, and beginning to rain, we can continue 
our search in the morning." 

" But if poor little Johnny should be some- 
where in this wood, only think what he would 
suffer left out all night — it would kill him with 
fright, if not with the weather ! Kemember, 
Tom, that no one else is likely to have looked 
for him here : a place which he could never 
have reached by himself." 

Tom muttered something between his teeth, 
which perhaps it was as well that Minnie did 
not hear ; but he certainly looked around him 
more carefully. 

Minnie had wandered a few steps from her 
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brother, and was slowly walking round the green 
sward surrounding the well — a clear space 
which was almost enclosed by the wood, only 
open on the side by which they had ap- 
proached it, and from which two dark narrow 
paths, scarce wide enough to permit two per- 
sons to pass each other, led into the depths 
of the forest. On a sudden she stopped, 
stooped down, then eagerly cried out, " Oh ! 
look what I have here ! he must be near ! he 
must be near !" Tom hastened to the spot, 
and beheld in Minnie's hand a little dusty 
shoe, with its strap and round black button, 
which both felt certain had belonged to the 
lost child. 

" Well, he could not walk far without his 
shoe/' observed Tom. " I dare say that he is 
near enough to hear me. Halloo ! Johnny I" 
he shouted, " halloo !" There was no reply 
but the echo ! 

" He must have gone down one of those little 
paths," said Minnie ; " we had better search 
one of them at once." 

" Better search both of them, as there are 
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two of us," said Tom ; " if we took but one, 
we should be sure to choose the wrong one." 

Poor Minnie gave a woful look at the dark 
walks ; however tempting they might have 
looked when nuts were on the boughs, and 
the sunbeams struggled through their green 
shade, to the eye of the little girl, they 
looked any thing but tempting now, when ap- 
proaching night was wrapping them in deep- 
est gloom. 

" Why, you are not afraid !" cried Tom, 
with his rude, coarse laugh ; for now that 
he was relieved from his fear that the child 
was actually dead, the thought of what 
he might be suffering weighed little upon his 
mind. 

" If it is right for me to go alone, I will go," 
faltered Minnie, "whether I am afraid or not/' 

Tom laughed again, but he had little cause 
to laugh at words that expressed more true 
courage than all the idle vaunts that he had 
ever uttered. He might have remembered 
that his sister had just ventured upon what aft 
older and wiser companion than himself would 
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never have suffered her to have attempted. 
But having no fear of a night walk in a lonely 
wood himself, he now, as was ever the case 
with him, had no consideration for the feelings 
of another. 

The brother and sister parted in the dark- 
ness arid rain ; Minnie, trembling, half with 
fear and half with cold, went cautiously along 
the gloomy way. Every few steps she paused, 
and softly called, " Johnny !" but her listen- 
ing ear caught no sound but the pattering of 
the rain. Many, many times she stopped, 
and almost resolved to go back, when the 
thought of her little rosy-cheeked friend, out 
in the darkness and rain, frightened, cold, and 
wet, encouraged her to pursue her journey. 
For more than an hour the young girl wan- 
dered on, when at last the wood came to an 
end, and she found herself alone on a dark 
wide heath, dotted over, here and there, by 
furze bushes. 

" Johnny !" once more she cried, almost in 
despair, a sickening feeling of disappointment 
coming over her heart. Weary and sad, she 
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could have sat down and cried. She saw, a 
little on her left hand, one lonely light, which 
appeared to proceed from some cottage. 
Here at least she might beg for shelter, 
and towards it she slowly walked. The 
light shone steady and bright from a little 
window ; and before she ventured to knock 
at the door, Minnie Wingfield cautiously 
peeped in. 

An aged man sat with his back to the win- 
dow, and a large book open on the table be- 
fore him, the very sight of which gave hope 
and confidence to Minnie. His wife, in her 
arm-chair, was listening opposite — a mild 
calm expression on her venerable face ; and in 
the corner crouched poor silly Sally, her brow 
no longer bound with her chaplet of wild 
flowers ; she had wreathed it round the lost 
Johnny, whom, with a delight which repaid 
all her fears, Minnie beheld slumbering in the 
arms of the idiot ! 

It was this poor helpless creature who had 

found the little boy clinging in terror to the 

bough. There was still a woman's instinct 
11 
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left in her breast, an instinct of tenderness 
towards a child. Terrified at first to behold 
the dreaded Sally, it was only the necessity 
of his case that made poor Johnny suffer her 
to touch him ; but kindness soon finds its 
way to the heart — she fondled him, stroked 
his curly locks, decked him out with her favor- 
ite flowers, and then carried him away, through 
the still greenwood, to her own little home on 
the common, pleased as a child that has found 
a new toy ! Strange that the life which had 
been endangered by the thoughtlessness of a 
companion, should be guarded by the tender- 
ness of one bereft of reason ! 

Minnie Wingfield soon entered the cottage, 
and was received with Christian hospitality. 
She was placed by the fire, her dress dried, 
and food placed before her; and her mind 
was relieved by hearing that a messenger had 
been sent to her village to bear tidings to 
Mrs. Bright that her Johnny was safe under 
shelter. What a joyful end to all Minnie's 
anxieties ; how sweet the reward of all the 
painful efforts that she had made ! 
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stings snfc Stings. 

It is now time that I should draw my tale 
to a close ; but as my reader may like to 
know what became of the little people, with 
wings and without wings, that we have 
followed through this story, I shall give 
a few more pages to an account of their 
fete. 

The first sunbeam which shone the next 
morning upon the hive, glittered on Silver- 
wing, as with joyous speed she hastened back 
to her home. She continued there her busy 
and her happy life, finding sweetness every- 
where, honey in each flower, and cheering the 
less joyous existence of Sipsyrup, whose wing 
never quite recovered its power. As the in- 
jured bee was unable to fly out with the next 
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swarm, her friend remained behind to bear 
her company : they passed the summer days 
in active employ, and the winter in plenty and 
repose ! 

I have a less pleasing account to give of 
Waxywill, who was certainly a most wayward 
bee ! She chose to go out honey-seeking one 
day, when required for work in the hive ; she 
resolved, contrary to orders, to visit the 
dwelling of a humble-bee, and because she 
knew that her cousins of that race live under- 
ground, against the warnings of her com- 
panions she entered a little hole in a bank, 
and found herself in the midst of a nest of 
wasps ! Her melancholy fate may easily be 
imagined ; she died beneath the stings of her 
enemies 1 

But perhaps you are more desirous to hear 
what befel our heroes and heroines of the hu- 
man race. 

Let my reader then fancy himself again be- 
neath the little porch which adorns the front 
of Mrs. Wingfield's cottage. It is now later 
in the year, the finest flowers in the garden 
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have faded, one or two sunflowers and a few 
dahlias look gay still ; but the fresh feel of 
the morning air, the white tinge on the grass, 
and the heavy dew which has strung Spin- 
away*s web with numberless tiny beads, show 
that the autumn is now advanced. Beneath 
the porch sits Minnie, busy as usual with her 
work, before the hour for going to school. 
Tom is near her, engaged in stringing together 
little egg-shells, collected in the spring; pretty 
enough in themselves, but won at the expense 
of much misery to the poor birds whose nests 
he had robbed. 

Who approaches from the opposite side of 
the lane, bearing a baby carefully wrapt up in 
her arms ? You will scarcely recognize poor 
Polly, once so fond of finery and folly. How 
much nicer she looks in her present quiet dress, 
with her gentle subdued look and kindly air. 

Then the baby did live ? Yes, he did live ; 
a poor sickly delicate child. But oh ! the 
tenderness with which he has been watched by 
Polly, who now seems to think that she can 
never do enough for her brothers ! She ap- 
11* 
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pears to have thrown away her vanity with her 
diamond brooch; or rather, she has thor- 
oughly learned the painful lesson taught 
through that terrible evening and night. The 
resolutions that she then made, she has not 
forgotten, the prayers which she then uttered 
were from the heart — and there is not in the 
whole village to be found a more sober, modest 
quietly-dressed girl, always placing her duties 
before her pleasures, than the once vain, self- 
ish Polly Bright. 

She now drew near, carrying the bab£, 
with little Johnny trotting after her, his cheeks 
just as rosy, and his figure as round, as be- 
fore his adventure in the woods. It had left 
on his mind a great affection for Minnie, who 
had always been a favorite with the child ; 
and he now ran up to his friend with an ap- 
ple in his hand, as round and as rosy as him- 
self. 

" Minnie Wings," said the little boy, hold- 
ing it up to her lips, " Minnie Wings, you 
take bite." 

Minnie smilingly accepted the proffered 
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kindness of the child, after stooping down to 
kiss his rosy face. 

" Come here, you little rogue/' said Tom, 
in a tone half-surly and half-good-humored ; 
" tell me why you call her Minnie Wings in- 
stead of Wingfield ?" 

" 'Cause/' said Johnny, with dimpling 
cheeks, " she fly to help me." 

" So did I," observed Tom, " so I suppose 
that I am < Wings/ too." 

Johnny fixed his round eyes full upon his 
neighbor, and slowly retreating backwards, as 
if rather afraid, replied, " No, you Tommy 
Stings." 

Tommy would have been angry at the 
speech, if he could have helped laughing at 
it ; but the manner and look of the child, 
half-resolute, half-frightened, were so irresis- 
tibly comic, that Tommy Stings put the best 
face upon the matter, and appeared good- 
humored for once in his life. He was cer- 
tainly in a mood more amiable than usual, 
having that morning been engaged to go as an 
errand boy in a neighboring town, where, 
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under the eye of a strict master, we may hope 
that his conduct may improve, and that he 
may cease to deserve the title bestowed upon 
him by little Johnny. 

" I have come to give you good news, dear 
Minnie," said Polly, after joining in the laugh 
which her little brother had occasioned ; " we 
have had a letter from the Crimea, and my 
dear father is well." 

" I am so glad of that !" cried Minnie, who 
was ever ready to rejoice with the rejoicing. 

"And you looked so bright when I first saw 
you," said Polly, " that I suspect that you have 
some good news of your own to give me in 
return." 

" You are quite right ; I have famous news, 
dear Polly. The squire's lady was here late 
last evening ; you know how kind she is ! She 
wants to place her baby's foster-brother in 
some cottage near her, and to my joy has fixed 
upon ours !" 

"And will she pay well ?" 

" Oh ! more than we could have ventured to 
hope. We really shall now be quite comfort- 
Digitized by Google 
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able ! My mother is so much pleased ; I do 
not think that 1 have seen her so well or so 
cheerful ever since our great troubles last 
year. How good God has been to us !" added 
the little girl, her eyes glistening with bright 
tears of gratitude and pleasure, " He has al- 
ways raised up friends for us in our need ?" 

" Yes,' Minnie, and you who are a friend to 
all who require one, are never likely to be in 
want of a friend." 

" I shall so enjoy having a dear little child 
to look after ; I am sure that it will be a 
pleasure rather than a trouble." 

" It is easy to guess/' said Polly, with a 
good-natured smile, " why the lady chose your 
cottage for the home of the baby/' 

Johnny, after two or three vain attempts, 
had succeeded in clambering up the bench on 
which Minnie was seated. She now felt his 
little arms pressed round her neck, as he drew 
her down towards him to whisper close in her 
ear, "Every body happy with my Minnie 
Wings \" 

And now nothing remains but that A. L. 0. 
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E. should bid her young readers farewell. If 
they have liked her little book, let them re- 
member that her story is but as the comb, 
which may be pleasant to the eye, but that 
its moral is the honey which k treasured 
within. However young, however weak, dear 
children, you may be, know that the young- 
est, the weakest, have some power here to give 
cither pleasure or pain. A generous spirit 
shrinks from inflicting suffering on the small- 
est insect or the feeblest worm ; and I trust 
that no reader of my little tale will hesitate 
which part to take for his own, or leave it 
doubtful whether he ought to be classed under 
the title of Wings or Stings ! 
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Lucas caught hold of the bomb, lifted it, and flung it 
into the sea. 
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Digitized by G00gk 



5> 



TBUE HEROISM. 



BT 

A. L. O. E., 

▲VTHOB Or THE *• CULKEM OUT TALES*" "WINGS AND STOWS," 
"WALTSX BINNING, THE ADOPTED SON," ETC. 



NEW YORK: 

ROBERT GARTER & BROTHERS, 
No. 580 BROADWAY. 



y Google 



T. B. SMITH, R. O. JBHKIH1, S. B. THOMSON, 

STEREOTYPIC, PRI2ITBB, BIX DEB, 

*• Beekmm St 24 Frankfort St 84 Bcekmmn 8k 



y Google 



Cflnttnts. 



PA01 

L — Ivy Lodge 5 

II.— The Ship on Fire. 15 • 

III. — Catherine Douglas 28 

IV.'— The Bomb 34 

V. — The Ladt and the Serpent, etc 39 

VL— The Mad Dog — The Bear 48 

VIL — The Jacobins 58 

VTH.— The Robber Tribe „ 64 

EL — Anne Asoue 71 

X. — The Invalid 78 

XL — Dispersion. 82 

XII. — Fears for Others 88 

XHL — Fear op Ridicule 95 

XIV.— The First Skirmish 102 

XV.— Fear of Pain 113 

XVI.— Fear of Man. 12G 

Xvil— The Dat of Trial and Deliverance 137 



y Google 



* < . • r 



3gle :.^i- 



" Tiresome, how tiresome ! another rainy 
day !" cried Tom Gore, turning impatiently 
from the window. 

" Pretty sort of holidays these are, truly/' 
muttered Louis ; " one cannot get out for five 
minutes for a walk, but back one is driven by 
a shower ! Here 's the last day of our Easter 
holidays, and not one, no, not one fair day 
have we enjoyed." 

" Except Sunday," suggested Jessy. 

" Oh ! Sunday, I did not count Sunday. 
But what are we to make of ourselves all this 
long morning !" 

" Let 's have games," suggested merry little 

Julia. 

" What games ? we 're tired of all." 
i* 
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" And we must have nothing that is noisy, 
On account of old Mrs. Prcsgrave ! — no fun ! 
Ij&hall almost be glad to get back to school 
again/' cried Louis, " we are so moped up 
here !" 

For want of something better to do, Willy, 
quietly seated in the corner, was cutting a 
round hole in his drum ; a box of paints lay 
on the table with which Bella had been daub- 
ing, certainly not adorning, the plates in the 
last book which her uncle had given hen 
There w^is a broken draughtsboard under the 
table, but half of th# draughtsmen were lost, 
and Tom and Louis, who had taken to chess, 
were beginning to quarrel over the game. 

" I 'IX move there — check !" cried the for- 
mer, putting down his queen, with an air of 
triumph. 

In a moment an ambushed red knight 
pounced down upon the square, and the white 
queen was in the hand of Louis. 

" I '11 take back that move. I did not see/' 

"Oh! but your hand was off!" shouted 
Louis. 
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"That 'snot fair!" 

" It 's all fair !" cried the boy, reddening 
with excitement, and holding his trophy ber 
hind him. In a moment sport would have 
been exchanged for anger — perhaps for blows 
— when the door was gently opened, and an 
aged gentleman, with silvery hair, and a stoop 
which told of years and weakness — but a 
bright cheerful smile, like sunshine in win- 
ter, entered the room and joined the party. 
In a moment the angry voices were stilled, 
young Willy pushed aside his drum, Bella 
sprang from the table, and all joyfully wel- 
comed the old man. 

" What are you all doing — how are you all 
amusing yourselves, my young friends ?" he 
said, after a short pause, without appearing 
to notice the sounds of strife which had at- 
tracted him to the room. 

" Doing, uncle ? why, nothing/' said little 
Julia, running to him, and gently leading him 
to his arm-chair. It may be remarked, by 
the way, that all the children addressed Mr. 
Presgrave as uncle, though Tom and Willy 
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alone were his nephews, the rest of the young 
people now at r .Ivy Lodge being on a visit to 
the family. 

Perhaps my young reader would like to be 
introduced to the little party now assembled 
in the play room together. That tall boy with 
the dark eyes, and nut-brown complexion, and 
large heavy frame, is Tom ; and there is his 
more lithe and active brother, Willy, with 
his great earnest eyes now open wide with 
attention, now sparkling with merriment and 
fun. Julia Merton is their cousin, an only 
child, but one who finds brothers and sisters 
in every boy and girl who knows her. Her 
smile tells of a light and joyous spirit, a cheer- 
fulness not readily to be damped, a temper 
not easily provoked — she is the darling and 
plaything of all. 

* Bella, the young poetess, who writes son- 
nets on Leonidas — the fiery Louis, and quick- 
silver Amy, to whom the worst penance is to 
have to sit still — these, with blue-eyed, kind- 
hearted, dull-headed Jessy, delighted to es- 
cape from a school-room in London, had come 
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to Ivy Lodge in the beginning of the week, for 
change of air, and the pleasures of the country. 
There remains but one of the party to be men- 
tioned, Percy Manners, a school-fellow and 
companion of the Gores' — a. sickly youth, 
stunted in his growth, and supported on 
crutches, whose chief pleasure appeared to be 
a quiet corner and a book. He was buried in 
the recess of one of the windows, with the cur- 
tain drawn before him to screen him from 
view, till the entrance of Mr. Presgrave drew 
him from his retirement, and he gathered with 
the others around the old man. 

Mr. Presgrave was the uncle of Tom and 
Willy's mother. He had been as a parent to 
her in the days of her youth, and now, in his 
old age, he and his invalid wife were the be- 
loved inmates of her home. Mr. Presgrave 
had passed through a long pilgrimage in this 
world, with his eyes steadily fixed upon a bet- 
ter. Religion to him was a thing of reality, 
not confined to the Sabbeth, or the hour of 
prayer, but a living principle that governed 
his life, that was seen in his actions and known 
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by his words, nay, that left its calm imprint 
even on his countenance, which few could be- 
hold without loving. + 

" Doing nothing !" exclaimed the old 
gentleman, slowly seating himself, and look- 
ing round upon the party. " Why, that 
is the most tedious occupation that I know 
of !" 

"Why, uncle, we've nothing to do," 
replied Louis. " We had expected to have 
got out, and to have had cricket, and 
trap-ball, and kite-flying, but this horrible 
weather." 

" Hush ! my boy," said Mr. Presgrave, 
gently, " I never like to hear any one abuse 
the weather ; it is the Almighty's sending, 
and of what He sends, man has no right to 
complain. But," added he, in a more lively 
tone, " I find you all in a difficulty from 
which I am bound to try to relieve you, for 
if ' idleness is the mother of mischief, 9 she is 
also the parent of a large family of other 
evils. Can you name to me any of her sons 
and daughters ?" 
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"Gossip," said Bella. 

" Discontent/' added Willy. 

" Fighting and quarrelling/' whispered little 
Julia. 

" Now, knowing the evil, let us find out the 
remedy." 

" Oh ! uncle, do tell us one of your long 
stories !" At these words of, Julia's there 
rose a little storm of entreaties, for Uncle 
Presgrave was famous for his tales and ad- 
ventures. 

He waved his hand to command silence, 
and replied, " By all means, let us have 
stories, but you would not have me begin one 
now at ten o'clock in the morning ! We will 
have them in the evening, and in the mean- 
while, as a cure for idleness, why should you 
not each prepare one yourselves ? You shall 
be given a common subject, and each shall col- 
lect an anecdote or a tale, to add to the amuse- 
ment of the rest." 

" A capital plan !" cried Bella and Louis, 
clapping their hands ; the rest of the party had 
a more doubtful expression on their counte- 
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Dances, except poor Percy, who smiled at the 
idea of an amusement in which his infirmity 
would not prevent his joining. 

" I should not mind trying," said Louis, 
" if I might have the choosing of the subject. 
I know a capital story of heroism, suppose that 
we fix upon that." 

" That may suit you, Louis, as you wish to 
be a soldier, but what have we girls to do with 
it ?" said Amy, who had often been laughed 
at for her want of the quality in question. 

" I see no objection to the subject/' observed 
Mr. Presgrave, cheerfully, " if the rest of the 
party agree. So little is fighting a necessary 
mark of heroism that we may banish it from 
our stories altogether, and yet have no diffi- 
culty in selecting examples. I should not be 
much surprised either," added he, smiling at 
Amy, " if some of these examples should be 
afforded by women." 

"Are .our stories, to be true ones ?" asked 



" Oh ! I hope they are to be true !" cried 
Julia, " for I never could make any thing out 
of my own head 1" 
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" True, let them be, my little lamb," said 
Mr. Presgrave, patting her rosy cheek, " I like 
every thing better for being true/' 

" Shall we give real names ? Perhaps our 
heroes might not like it," observed Willy, 
thoughtfully. 

"Well considered, my boy. I know few 
things so odious as spreading tales and reports 
of others ; but as, in this case, the anecdotes 
will all be favourable to their heroes, I think 
that, without scruple, we may give their real 
names." 

" But," said Julia, " must we keep so very 
close to truth in our stories, and not alter them 
in the very least bit ? Perhaps we have heard 
them but once ourselves, and do not remember 
them quite exactly." 

" Or we wish to make our story more strik- 
ing, by dressing it up a little," added Bella. 
" We may want to say that our hero wore a 
purple cloak, when we do not know whether 
it was purple or black, or whether he wore a 
cloak at all." 

" Oh ! my poetical young lady, since you 
2 

Digitized by GoOgle 



14 TRUE HEROISM. 

have given us fair warning, you may dress 
up your heroes in any way that you please, 
only let your facts be correct. But oh ! re- 
' member/' he added very earnestly, " that when 
you profess to repeat exact truth, no changing 
should ever be permitted. The exaggerated 
description to heighten effect, words put into 
mouths that never have spoken them, these 
are all wanderings from the straight line of 
truth, and lead the mind insensibly to error 
and falsehood." 

" Will you be present at the reading of our 
stories, Unole Presgrave ?" said Julia, looking 
up in his face. 

" I will read them myself, if you will per- 
mit me, and make my observations upon them 
as we go along." 

" Then we are sure to have profit as well as 
amusement," murmured Percy. They were 
the first words that the lame boy had uttered 
since breakfast, and now seeming half-ashamed 
at having let his voice be heard, he retired to 
his recess in the window, to meditate upoii 
ihe story that he was to write. 
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It was a busy day to the children at Ivy 
Lodge ; not one felt the time pass wearily. 
Even quicksilver Amy had been quiet for 
awhile, as she sat with knitted brows, biting 
the end of her pencil Old Mrs. Presgrave had 
not been startled once by the sound of a sud- 
den shout or a heavy fall, and volumes were 
drawn from their corners in the bookcase, by 
hands that seldom had opened books but from 
necessity. Mrs. Gore had found it difficult to 
proceed in her needle-work, so numerous were 
the interruptions from the literary juveniles. 
Thrice had she to rise to search for books, and 
ten times to stop to mend a pen, innumerable 
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were the applications for aid in spelling ; and 
when at last the young party assembled after 
dinner, Willy's story was written on cream- 
tinted paper, in the hand of his indulgent 
mother. Jessy needed a copy-book — Julia, 
ruled lines, every inkstand in the house was 
in requisition, and Louis and Tom, disputing 
over theirs, managed to upset it between 
them. At length, however, the last page was 
written, poor Jessy bringing up the rear ; and 
some neat, some blotted, some long, some 
short, the stories were placed in the hand of 
Mr. Presgrave. Little Julia had drawn a foot- 
stool for his feet, had patted up his cushion 
with her plump little hands, and picked up the 
spectacle-case thrown down by Tom. Then 
slowly the "silver eyes" were adjusted in their 
proper place — quiet succeeded to the hum of 
voices, a smile of expectation was in every face, 
and as Julia seated herself at the old man's 
feet, in a clear distinct voice he began — 
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THE SHIP ON FIRE. 

"James Maxwell, a native of Stirling- 
shire, was pilot of a fine steam-vessel called 
the Clydesdale, sailing between the Clyde and 
the west coast of Ireland ; and one evening, 
after setting out on the voyage across the 
Channel, with between seventy and eighty 
passengers, Maxwell became sensible, at inter- 
vals, of the smell of fire, and went about anx- 
iously endeavoring to discover whence it origin- 
ated. On communicating with the master, he 
found that he too had perceived it ; but neither 
of them could form the least conjecture as to 
where it arose. A gentleman passenger also 
observed this alarming vapor, which alter- 
nately rose and passed away, leaving them in 
doubt of its being a reality. About eleven 
o'clock at night this gentleman went to bed, 
confident of safety ; but while Maxwell wag 
at the helm, the master ceased hot an instant 
to search from place to place, as the air be- 
2* 
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came more and more impregnated with the 
odor of burning timber. At last he sprung 
upon deck, exclaiming, ' Maxwell, the flames 
have burst out at the paddle-box !' James 
calmly inquired, ' Then shall I put about ?' 
Turner's order was to proceed. Maxwell 
struck one hand upon his heart, as he flung 
the other above his head, and with uplifted 
eyes uttered, ' Oh, God Almighty, enable me 
to do my duty ! and, God, provide for my 
wife, my mother, and my child !' 

"Whether it was the thoughts of the 
dreadful nature of the Galloway coast, girdled 
as it is with perpendicular masses of rock, 
which influenced the master in his decision to 
press forward, we cannot tell ; but as there 
was only the wide ocean before and around 
them, the pilot did not long persist in this 
hopeless course. He put the boat about, 
sternly subduing every expression of emotion, 
and standing with his eyes fixed on the point 
for which he wished to q^er. The fire, which 
the exertions of all the men could not keep 
iinder, soon raged with Ungovernable fury, and, 
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keeping the engine in violent action, the ves- 
sel, at the time one of the fleetest that had 
ever been built, flew through the water with 
incredible speed. All the passengers were 
gathered to the bow, the rapid flight of the 
vessel keeping that part clear of the flames, 
while it carried the fire, flames, and smoke, 
backward to the quarter-gallery, where the 
self-devoted pilot stood like a martyr at the 
stake. Every thing possible was done by the 
master and crew to keep the place on which 
he stood deluged with water ; but this became 
every moment more difficult and more hope- 
less ; for, in spite of all that could be done, 
the devouring fire seized the cabin under him, 
and the spot on which he stood immoveable 
became intensely heated. Still, still the hero 
never flinched ! At intervals, the motion of 
the wind threw aside the intervening mass of 
flame and smoke for a moment, and then 
might be heard exclamations of hope and 
gratitude as the multitude on the prow got a 
glimpse of the brave man standing calm and 
fixed on his dreadful watch ! 
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" The blazing vessel, glaring through the 
darkness of night, had been observed by the 
people on shore, and they had assembled on 
the heights adjoining an opening in the rocks 
about twelve yards wide ; and there, by wav- 
ing torches and other signals, did their best 
to direct the crew to the spot. The signals 
were not misunderstood by Maxwell, whose 
feet were already roasted on the deck ! The 
fierce fire still kept the engine in furious 
action, impelling the vessel onward ; but this 
could not have lasted above another minute ; 
and during the interval he run her into the 
open space, and alongside a ledge of rock, 
upon which every creature got safe on shore — 
all unscathed, except the self-devoted one, to 
whom all owed their lives ! Had he flinched 
for a minute, they must all have perished. 
What would not any or all of them have given, 
when driving over the wide sea in their flam- 
ing prison, to the man who would have pro- 
mised them safety? But when this heroic 
man had accomplished this desperate under- 
taking, did the gratitude of this multitude 
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continue beyond the minute of deliverance ! 
We believe it did not / One man exclaimed, 
1 There is my trunk — I am ruined without it : 
five pounds to whoever will save it !' Maxwell 
could not hesitate in relieving any species of 
distress. He snatched the burning handle of 
the trunk, and swung it on shore, but left 
the skin of his hand and fingers sticking upon 
it — a memorial which might have roused the 
gratitude of the most torpid savage ! But he 
who offered the reward forgot to pay it to one 
who could not and would not ask of any one 
on earth. 

"As might have been expected, Maxwell's 
constitution, though very powerful, never re- 
covered the effects of that dreadful burning. 
Indeed it required all the skill and enthusiasm 
of an eminent physician under whose care he 
placed himself, to save his life. Though the 
flames had not actually closed round him as 
he stood on his awful watch, yet such was the 
heat under him and around him, that not only, 
as we have said, were his feet severely burnt, 
but his hair, a large hair-cap, and huge dread- 
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nought watch-coat, which he wore, were all in 
such a state from the intense heat, that they 
crumbled into powder on the least touch. His 
handsome athletic form was reduced to the ex- 
tremest emaciation ; his young face became 
ten years older during that appalling night ; 
and his. hair changed to gray. 

" A subscription for the unfortunate pilot 
was set on foot among the gentlemen of Glas- 
gow some time after the burning. On this 
occasion the sum of a hundred pounds was 
raised, of which sixty pounds were divided be- 
tween the master and pilot, and the remainder 
given to the sailors. Notwithstanding his dis- 
abilities James was fortunately able, after an 
interval, to pursue his occupation as a pilot ; 
but owing to a weakness in his feet, caused by 
the injuries they had received, he fell, and en- 
dured a severe fracture of the ribs. The value, 
however, in which he was held by his employ- 
ers, on account of his steady and upright char- 
acter, caused them, on this occasion, to con- 
tinue his ordinary pay during the period of his 
recovery. After this event, James entered 
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the service of another company (Messrs. Thom- 
son and M'Connel), conducting a steam-ship- 
ping communication between Glasgow and 
Liverpool; by whom, notwithstanding the en- 
feebled state of his body and broken health, 
he was (as how could such a man be other- 
wise ?) esteemed as a valuable servant. 

" In the year 1835 the case of this hero in 
humble life was noticed in Chambers's Edin- 
burg Journal, and roused a very general sym- 
pathy in his favor. The subscriptions in his 
behalf were, at this time, of material service 
in enabling him to support his family ; but 
misfortunes, arising out of his enfeebled con- 
dition, afterwards pressed upon him, and 
another subscription was made for his relief 
in 1840. James did not live to reap the full 
benefit of this fresh act of public benevolence 
and respect ; and shortly after his decease, his 
wife also died. Enough of money was realised 
to aid in rearing and educating the younger 
children of this excellent individual, who de- 
served so well of his country." 
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"A very interesting story! Well done, 
Jessy I" cried the children. 

" Oh ! I deserve no credit at all/' said she, 
coloring. " I confess that I copied every line 
almost ont of Chambers's Journal.' 9 

"You have the credit of having chosen 
well/' observed Willy. 

"Might I suggest," said Mr. Presgrave, 
"that in reading our stories, we should abstain 
from either praise or blame ? The one might 
discourage, the other foster vanity, to which 
we all are bpt too prone." 

"There is one thing in the story which I 
can hardly think true," exclaimed Amy ; " and 
that is, that those whom the pilot had saved 
could ever be ungrateful to him !" 

" Oh, no !" cried Julia, clasping her hands, 
" after all that he had done, after all that he 
had suffered, when they sprang one by one on 
the safe firm shore, and felt the cool wind, and 
saw the*vessel flaming upon the water, and 
knew themselves saved — saved ! Oh ! I should 
have thought that they would have poured out 
their whole hearts in thankfulness, and never 
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have stopped showing their gratitude to their 
deliverer !" 

" God grant that none of us may he equally 
ungrateful !" said Mr. Presgrave, in a solemn 
tone of voice. 

" Oh, sir ! oh, uncle !" exclaimed all the 
children, at once. 

"May not the "burning vessel be considered 
as a type, an image of a world lost by sin, 
speeding on to death and destruction ? The 
first spark that kindled the flames may have 
appeared small, but the evil spread, until the 
whole ship seemed destined to become a prey 
to the devouring element. What mattered 
it that the sky was clear above, what mattered 
it that no rocks opposed her course, how 
fearful was the fate of that doomed vessel, 
that carried the destroyer within her and with 
her!" 

" I do not quite understand," said Julia, 
timidly. 

" Are there any here who have understood 
and can explain my meaning ?" said the old 
man, glancing around him. 
3 
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" I think so, sir," said Percy, after a pause, 
" The first spark was like the sin of Eve m the 
garden, which spread to all those who fol- 
lowed after her. The whole world, and all 
that were in it, were doomed to destruction ; 
none could escape, for all had sinned, and 
the soul that sinneth it shall die ; but when 
nothing but ruin and death seemed before 
us—" 

" Then" said Mr. Presgrave, " Mercy found 
a way for our escape ! Sufferings beyond 
what mere man ever endured were borne for 
us, and for our salvation ; and now the bright 
shore of heaven is before us, safety and bliss 
freely offered to all, to all who do not wilfully 
choose death rather than life, and remain in 
the burning vessel 1" 

" Are there any who would do that ?" asked 
Jessy, in surprise. 

"I ask my young companions for a re- 
ply," said Mr. Presgrave. " Who are those 
who madly choose to remain behind and per- 
ish, when deliverance and safety are offered to . 
them?" 
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"The covetous, the unforgiving, thieves, 
liars, sabbath-breakers," were echoed on every 
side. 

"And what should we have said to a man 
in that vessel, who should have lingered when 
all else were leaving the ship, and while flames 
gained upon him every moment, resisted all 
entreaties with the careless reply, c There is 
time enough yet to escape V" 

"I should have feared that he might 
grow giddy, and unable to escape/' replied 
Willy. 

" Oh ! my dear children, while yet there is 
time, seek the means of escape so mercifully 
provided for us ! Eemember that the str (light- 
est course to our haven is the only secure one ; 
and, oh ! never forget our deep debt of thank- 
fulness to Him, who gave life itself to redeem 
us from destruction t" 
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CATHERINE DOUGLAS. 

" c They have not discovered him ! Heaven 
be praised !' exclaimed the Queen of Scotland, 
as, after vainly searching the apartment in 
which she stood trembling, surrounded by her 
ladies, Eobert Graham and his ruthless band 
hurried away to examine other parts of the 
palace. 

" ' Oh ! how my heart throbbed/ cried the 
youngest of the maidens, i when the murderer 
had his foot on the very plank which we had 
raised to let the king* down to his place of 
concealment !' 

" i Are they gone ?' murmured a low 

* James L, King of Scotland. 
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voice, which seemed to come from beneath 
them. 

" l Oh ! hush, my liege lord ! rest in safety 
and in silence — they are not distant — they 
may return, they — ' 

" ' Hark Y cried Catherine Douglas, with 
her finger on her lips, and there was a still- 
ness like that of death in the circle. Then 
sounds were heard in the distance, the heavy 
tread ^f many feet, the clanking of armor, and 
the terrified ladies caught the words 'The 
vault ! we have not searched the vault !' 

" The Queen stood like a monument of 
terror, her quivering lips apart, her eyes wildly 
fixed, every drop of blood banished from her 
agonized face ! * They come !' she gasped 
forth. Catherine sprang to the door, and 
closed it in a moment against the approaching 
murderers. 

" * Fix the iron bar across !' cried the Lady 
Margaret; 'ere they can force its massive 
strength assistance may arrive !' 

" € The bar !' exclaimed the ladies — ' the 
bar!' 

3* 
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" c It is gone ! we are lost !' cried Cathe- 
rine. The tread of the murderers was at the 
door, a hand rudely grasped the lock with- 
out — stay, traitors, stay ! There is yet a 
bar — a weak woman's arm is thrust across — 
Catherine Douglas has sacrificed herself for 
her king! 

" Oh ! ruthless men ! can ye force a bloody 
entry. Should not devotion like hers form a 
firmer defence than bar of iron or brass ! 
Who shall tell the terrors of that moment — 
that brief, awftd moment of unutterable 
agony ? — It yields — it breaks — the weak bar- 
rier of love — and the murderers force their way 
to their victim, over the senseleip form of 
Catherine Douglas !" 

« Did they kill the king ?" inquired Willy. 

" He died by the daggers of the traitors !" 
replied Bella. " You may read the whole ac- 
count in the History of Scotland." 

" And did the brave lady live with her poor 
broken arm ?" inquired Julia, with tears in her 
eyes. 
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" I do UQt know — the history did not telL 
If she lived, it must always have been a com- 
fort to her to think that she had done all that 
she could !" 

"This reminds me/' said Mr. Presgrave, 
-" of an incident in English history, perhaps 
equally touching, and not so well known. 
The life of Edwin, one of the most illustrious 
of our Saxon kings, was endangered by an 
assassin, who, armed with a poisoned dagger, 
gained admittance to his presence. This man 
began to deliver a fictitious message ; in the 
midst of it he clenched his dagger and rushed 
upon the king. Lilla, the favorite minister 
of Edwin, j^rceived the danger, but had no 
shield to ward off the blow. The king was 
off his guard — the dagger was raised — with 
self-devoted loyalty Lilla threw himself be- 
tween his sovereign and the assassin, received 
the descending blow, and expired 1" 

" There is something noble and glorious in 
dying for one's king !" exclaimed Louis ; " I 
could half envy such a death I" 

" I have that feeling, too," said Bella; " but 
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one has no chance in these days of doing any 
thing that is wonderful or glorious !" 

" But think of the danger and the pain/' 
suggested Amy ; " it is easy to talk of sacri- 
fices, but difficult to make them." 

" I believe that I could sacrifice life in a 
glorious cause !" replied the enthusiastic girl 
—and she said no more than she thought. 
" And if the eye of a king were upon me ! — 
think of that i what courage and strength it 
would give one I" 

" It seems to me/' observed Mr. Presgrave, 
" that in these days, as well as in times gone 
by, each true sutgect has not only a chance, 
but a necessity of doing something noble and 
glorious 1 There is no light struggle before 
lis all — hate, selfishness, worldliness are at the 
door of each, but Faith must hold its firm 
bar across, and the eye of our King is upon 
us!" 

" But what happens to children like us seems 
so small/' replied Bella. " We know what is 
Tight, but we seem to want a motive for ex- 
ertion to the utmost of our power/' 
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"How can we want a motive, my dear 
child ? The weakest child has an enemy to 
straggle with, more formidable than any power 
of man — his own traitorous heart. Angels 
witness the conflict — Heaven sends aid, and 
victory is — glory eternal 1" 

" Oh I when earth's hopes are brightest, 
Arm for the inward strife ! 
With more than mortal foes thou tightest— - 
And for more than life 1" 

Percy murmured, but so softly that only Jessy 
caught the words, " ' He that is slow to anger 
is better than the mighty ; and he that rvleth 
his spirit than he that taketh a city." 
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" This, I think, must be my little Julia's 
story," said Mr. Presgrave, taking up a sheet 
of foolscap, neatly ruled, and covered with 
large round text. 

" Oh ! uncle I" cried the child, laughing and 
blushing, "lam almost ashamed to give it in* 
I cannot write like the. others— I never wrote 
any thing so long before, and yet it will seem 
very short." 

" You have done your best, my darling V 
replied Mr. Presgrave, fondly passing his hand 
over her curly locks, " and no one can do any 
more. A short story may have a long moral, 
and so— let us proceed to your tale." . 

With good-natured smiles, and some littlfe 
curiosity, the party listened to the story of the 
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youngest in their circle, while Julia hid her 
merry little face on the knee of her Uncle 
Presgravo. 

lulift's ®8it. 

THE BOMB. 

" There was a fight between the English 
and the Kussians. Cannons were roaring and 
bullets were flying, but the brave men on 
board the English ship Hecla fought on, and 
were not afraid. All on a sudden down fell 
a great bomb on the deck, all ready to blow 
up, and kill every one near it. A young sea- 
man, called Lucas, caught hold of the bomb, 
lifted it, and flung it into the sea !" 

" You see," said Julia, raising her head, 
"mine was a very short story. It took me a 
long time to write it, but you have read it all 
through in a minute !" 

" It was a very nic*, li ie story,' jewel, a 
very nice story !" cried the children, to not one 
of whom was it new. 
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" I think that we may draw a most valuable 
lesson from it/' said Mr. Presgrave. 

" Yes, to do what ought to be done at once, 
without stopping to hesitate or to doubt/' ob- 
served Percy. 

" True !" cried Louis, " for if Lucas had de- 
layed bvit one minute, he would probably have 
been blown to pieces the next." 

"Can any of you mention to me examples 
from Scripture of the danger of delay and 
hesitation ?" 

After a little pause, Percy replied, " I re- 
member the example of Felix, the Roman 
governor, who trembled when St. Paul spake 
to him of the judgment to come, but put off 
his repentance to a convenient season, and 
died, I fear, in his sins." 

" And Lot's wife," said Willy, " who paused 
to look behind her, and was changed into a 
pillar of salt!" 

u Was it not wrong in Eve to stop to listen 
to the serpent ?" added little Julia, in an in- 
quiring tone. 

" You have all mentioned striking exam- 
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pies, my children. I believe that one of the 
most fatal errors of man is that of putting off 
till to-morrow the duty of to-day. I was much 
impressed by what I read in this valuable little 
book/' he continued, laying his hand on a 
small work on the table entitled " Come to 
Jesus ;" " I cannot refrain from giving you a 
short extract, as it bears upon the subject 
upon which we are conversing : 

" c On the narrow ledges of the steep cliffs 
of the' Yorkshire coast, multitudes of seafowl 
lay their eggs, by gathering which some per- 
sons obtain a perilous livelihood. It once hap- 
pened that a man, having fixed in the ground 
his itfon bar, and having lowered himself down 
by the rope which was fastened to it, found 
that, in consequence of the edge of the cliff 
bending over the part below, he could not 
reach the narrow ledge where the eggs were 
deposited without swinging himself backwards 
and forwards. By this means he at last 
placed his foot upon the rock, but in doing so 
he lost his hold of the rope I His situation 
was most dreadful i The sea roared hundreds 
4 
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of feet below ! It was impossible to climb 
either up or down ; be must soon perish from 
want, or be dashed to pieces on the rocks ! 
The rope was his only way of escape. It was 
still swinging to and fro, but when it settled 
it would be out of his reach ! Every time it 
approached him it was farther off than before. 
Every moment that he waited his danger in- 
creased ! He made up his mind. The next 
time the rope swung towards him he sprang 
forwards, seized it, and reached the top in 
safety ! Sinner ! your salvation is farther off 
every moment you wait ! Death will soon 
cast you down, but Jesus is near to save you I 
He invites you to lay hold on Him. It is your 
only hope. Grasp Him by Faith ; you cannot 
miss your hold. He will hold you, and draw 
you up to heaven. But the difficulty and dan- 
ger are greater every moment that you delay. 
Come to Jesus now !' " 
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$mifs tBxle. 

THE LADY AtfD THE SERPENT. 

" A lady, named Miss Bird, on entering 
her bath-room one night during her residence 
in India, happened to place her foot on the 
head of a serpent. She did not yield to the 
natural impulse of fear, and start back, and so 
release the dangerous reptile. Firmly she 
pressed down her foot upon it. It coiled round 
her ankle, but she remained immoveable ! 
When the servants came with lights they 
found the heroic lady with a cobra cwpeUo 
lying dead at her feet !" 

" Oh ! what firmness she showed !" ex- 
claimed Jessy. "I am sure that I should 
have started back and screamed the moment 
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that I felt the slimy creature under my 
foot r 

" Then if the lesson taught by tjie last story 
was decision, the lesson taught by this must 
be perseverance" said Mr. Presgrave. " There 
are many who act upon prompt and noble im- 
pulse, who trample, as it were, on the sin that 
besets them, but fail when their trial is length- 
ened and tedious, when their courage has time 
to cool and their hope to flag ; and we all 
need the apostle's exhortation, ' Be not weary 
in ivett-doing, for in due season ye shall reap 
if ye faint not' " 

" Ours must be a life-long keeping down of 
the serpent," said Percy, rather as if thinking 
aloud than as if addressing himself to his com- 
panions. There was silence for a few moments 
in all the circle, and an expression of grave 
thought even on Julia's little face. Then 
Louis exclaimed, 

"That story of persevering courage was 
such a short one, that I am sure that uncle 
ought to give us another ; why, it was not any 
longer than Julia's." 
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" Oh ! give us another ! give us another !" 
cried the little people, eagerly. 

" That may not be so easy to do at a mo- 
ment's notice," replied Mr. Presgrave, taking 
off his spectacles, however, which the children 
thought a sign that their request would be 
granted. He slowly rapped the table for a 
few moments with his fingers, passed his hand 
over his smooth forehead, and then, as if a 
thought had struck him, leaned back in his 
chair, and began. 

Itr. frtsput i fait. 

THE SHIPWRECK. 

" It must now be forty years ago — yes, it 

was in the year 1814, when I was on a visit to 

some friends at St. Andrews — that on one 

fearful wintry day, intelligence circulated 

through the place that a vessel had been driven 

on a sandbank in the bay to the east of the 

town. I remember that the news reached us 

as we sat round the table, by a blazing fire, 
4* 
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enjoying a comfortable meal. In a minute 
the room was empty — cloaks and hats were 
snatched from their pegs, and we all hurried 
down to the beach. A crowd of sailors, citi- 
zens, and students were already assembled 
there ; and what a sight presented itself to 
our view ! The vessel had been cast ashore 
but a few hundred yards from dry land, and 
she lay so near that, though the air was dark- 
ened by the driving sleet, we could see at in- 
tervals the fingers of the crew clinging to the 
ropes and spars as each billow broke over her 
side ! What was to be done — how could aid 
be offered ; must the sufferers perish before 
our eyes ! The hardiest fishermen drew back, 
and dared not face the fearful surge. For 
myself, I knew not how to swim. I could 
only attempt to urge on others to do that 
which I yet feared was but throwing away 
life, and adding another victim to those before 
us ! At length I heard a murmur through 
the excited crowd, 'He will go, he has offered f 
and pressing forward I beheld John Honey, a 
young student of divinity, preparing to ven- 
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ture into the raging sea. Kemember his 
name, and honor it, my children, though his 
reward is above the praise of man ! Tying a 
rope round his waist, holding a knife between 
his teeth, and struggling through the surf, he 
threw himself into the waves ! I, among 
others, grasped that rope, and watched with 
sickening anxiety the swimmer making his 
way through the sea ! Each giant billow 
seemed as though it would dash him to de- 
struction ; his progress became more slow, he 
was growing feint we feared. — ' He will never 
reach the vessel !' we cried, and began to 
draw him back by the rope ! But not so 
easily was his humanity foiled, or his perse- 
verance baffled. Judge of our astonishment, 
our terror, when we felt the rope lightened of 
its weight, and pulled it on shore without re- 
sistance ! The determined young hero had 
cut it away, and so severed his connection 
with the shore ! 

" At last the joyful cry of ' He Ijjls reached 
it !' burst from the crowd, and I could myself 
distinguish the form of young Honey, stand- 
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ing on the deck of the stranded vessel. It 
was but for a few minutes, then again we saw 
him spring into the billows : one larger than 
the rest soon landed him at our feet, and many 
hands grasped him, and many voices welcomed, 
as we aided his cold dripping fingers to un- 
fasten a rope which he had borne with him 
from the ship. 

" But the unhappy crew were too much ex- 
hausted to avail themselves of this slender 
bridge through the foaming waters. They 
had been four days without food, as we after- 
wards learned, and though the rope was firmly 
secured on shore, in vain we watched to see 
one of the sufferers venture upon it. Again 
young Honey plunged among the breakers, 
aiding himself by the rope, again he gained 
the vessel, and returned, pale, panting, but 
not alone ! I will not lengthen my tale too 
much, nor describe how the crew, consisting 
of six men, were, one by one, safely landed on 
the beach, a shout of joy welcoming each 
arrival. 

" There now remained but one human be- 
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ing on the sea-washed deck, and to him the 
student made his way. He was a boy, so 
helpless that we feared that he never could 
reach the shore alive ! Loud shrieked the 
wind, and the roaring billows swept over the 
heads of the two, as they attempted to gain 
the land ! Ha ! there is now but one head 
visible, the exhausted child has been swept 
from his hold, he has let go the rope, ( He is 
lost 1 he is lost !' we exclaimed. No, for a 
preserver was near him. Honey, whose phi- 
lanthropy seemed to endow him with 
strength superhuman, dived for the boy, and 
with joy we again beheld them both clinging 
to the rope ! Another tremendous wave — 
once more the feeble hands have been unable 
to retain their grasp, once more the student 
dives, rallying his exhausted powers for one 
last effort — then what shouts of joy and tri- 
umph ring along the shore, as the boy and his 
deliverer lie gasping on the strand !" 

"Oh! uncle, how glorious l" exclaimed Bella, 
clasping her hands. 
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" Is Honey living yet ? May we not see 
him one day ? Is he living ?" cried the chil- 
dren. 

" Yes, living, but not on earth. God grant 
that you may see him where there is no more 
danger, or suffering, or death ! Though Honey 
survived that terrible day, we have reason to 
believe that in saving the lives of others, he 
had sacrificed his own. The seeds of a wast- 
ing, fatal malady had been sown in his breast 
by severe exposure, and extreme exertion, and 
he passed from this world, in the prime of his 
days, a martyr to humanity." 

" But come," resumed Mr. Presgrave, after 
looking around him, and then glancing at his 
watch, " we must not go to the ladies with 
weeping eyes, and I see that we may soon ex- 
pect a summons to the tea-table. We have 
concluded the stories of our dear little girls, 
and they have given us much food for reflec- 
tion. The boys' we will reserve till after tea, 
when, perhaps, we may be joined by my dear 
niece and Mrs. Presgrave. But before we 
leave off, my young friends, let me ask — I 

Digitized by GoOgle 



THE SHIPWBEOK. 47 

would have you ask yourselves — what truths 
will you carry away with you from these tales, 
and our conversations over them ? What is 
the honey that you have gathered from the 
flowers, the profit more enduring than the 
amusement of an hour ?" 

The sound of the tea-hell interrupted the 
old gentleman ; his question we will leave to 
our readers to answer. 



y Google 



VI. 

tfct W** Sff0 — ®\t Im.* 

"Tours looks a very long story, Tom/' 
whispered Jessy, as, after tea, they all ad- 
journed to the drawing-room again. 

" Copied, all copied ; I took that hint from 
you. It is much easier to write other people's 
words, and one is more certain to give the 
story all right." 

" Who was your hero ?" 

" A brewer." 
. " A brewer 1 that is strange !" 

" Oh ! a brewer on a grand scale, and a 
member of Parliament. He was one who 
struggled hard to get justice done to poor 
slaves. You should read his life, the Life of 
Fowell Buxton ; it is very interesting, at least 
the parts that I have read of it. I have only 
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dipped into it here and there, but Percy has 
read it right through, I believe." 

" Poor Percy ! he cannot amuse himself like 
other boys, so he is doubly fond of his book/' 

Mrs. Gore opened her Tunbridge-ware box, 
and resumed her much interrupted work ; 
little Willy crept to his mother's side, and 
looked his thanks for all the trouble that she 
had taken for him, for he had dictated, not 
written his tale. Old Mrs. Presgrave was 
comfortably placed on the sofa, and the lamp 
carefully screened from her eyes ; again the 
packet of papers was produced, and Mr. Pres- 
grave read as follows, FowelTs own account 
of a perilous adventure. 

lam's fait. 

THE MAD DOG. 

" As you must hear the story of our dog 
Prince, I may as well tell it you. 

" On Thursday morning when I got on my 
horse at S. Hoare's, David told me that there 
5 
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was something the matter with Prince, that 
he had killed the cat, and almost killed the 
new dog, and had bit at him and Elizabeth. 
I ordered him to be tied up, and taken care 
of, and then rode off to town. When I got 
into Hampstead, I saw Prince covered with 
mud, and running furiously, and biting at 
every thing. I saw him bite at least a dozen 
dogs, two boys, and a man. 

" Of course I was exceedingly alarmed, 
being persuaded he was mad. * I tried every 
effort to stop or kill him, or to drive him into 
some outhouse, but in vain. At last he sprang 
up at a boy, and seized him by the breast. 
Happily I was near him, and knocked him off 
with my whip. He then set off towards Lon- 
don, and I rode by his side, waiting for some 
opportunity of stopping him. I constantly 
spoke to him, but he paid no regard to coax- 
ing or scolding. You may suppose I was se- 
riously alarmed, dreading the immense mis- 
chief he might do, having seen him do so 
much in the few preceding minutes. I was 
terrified at the idea of his getting into Cam- 
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den Town and London, and at length consid- 
ering that if ever there was an occasion that 
justified a risk of life, this was it, I deter- 
mined to catch him myself. Happily he ran 
up to Pryoi^s gate, and I threw myself from 
my horse upon him, and caught him by the 
neck ; he bit at me and struggled, but without 
effect. * * * 

"His struggles were so desperate that it 
seemed at first impossible to hold him, till I 
•lifted him up in the air, when he was more 
easily managed, and I contrived to ring the 
belL I was afraid that the foam which was 
pouring from his mouth, in his furious efforts 
to bite me, might get into some scratch and 
do me injury ; so, with great difficulty, I held 
him with one hand, while I put the other into 
my pocket and forced on my glove ; then I 
did the same with my other hand, and at last 
the gardener opened the door, saying, ' What 
do you want?' 'I've brought you a mad 
dog/ replied I ; and telling him to get a strong 
chain, I walked into the yard, carrying the dog 
by his neck. I determined not to kill him, 

Digitized by GoOgle 



52 TRUE HEROISM. 

as I thought if he should prove not to be 
mad, it would be such a satisfaction to the 
three persons whom he had bitten. I made 
the gardener (who was in a terrible fright) 
secure the collar round his neck, and fix the 
other end of the chain to a tree, and then 
walking to its furthest range, with all my 
force, which was nearly exhausted by his fran- 
tic struggles, I flung him away from me, and 
sprang back. He made a desperate bound 
after me, but finding himself foiled, he uttered 
the most fearful yell I ever heard. * ° * 
" The next day when I went to see him, I 
thought that the chain seemed worn, so I 
pinned him to the ground between the prongs 
of a pitch-fork, and then fixed a much larger 
chain round his neck ; when I pulled off the 
fork he sprang up, and made a dash at me, 
which snapped the old chain in two ! He 
died in forty-eight hours from the time he 
went mad." 

" Well, wjiat I admire in that man's con- 
duct/' said Jessy, " was his thought all along 
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for others. He could easily have escaped him- 
self from the dog." " And when he seized it, 
it would have been far easier to kill, than to 
keep it/' subjoined Tom. 

" Sir Fowell Buxton was one who carried 
religton into every-day life," observed Mrs. 
Gore, " and devoted his time and his talents 
to the service of his God. It was remarked 
of him that he went through the world like 
a man passing through the wards of an hos- 
pital, and stooping down on all sides to ad- 
minister help where it was needed. ,, 

"I should like to grow up to be such a 
man," observed Willy. 

"Tom's story of an act of generous self- 
exposure to danger for the sake of others, 
reminds me," said Mr. Presgrave, " of an ac- 
count which I read to-day of two little boys' 
adventure with a bear. If my dear Julia will 
hand me that large green book, and open it at 
the place where I have left my paper-knife, I 
think that you all will listen with interest to 
an extract from c Lloyd's Scandinavian Ad- 
ventures.' 

5* 
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THE BEAR. 

" Two boys, cousins, one of ten, the other 
twelve years of age/' so we read in a Swedish 
journal of the 13th November, 1851, " were 
on the 1st of last October, tending their pa- 
rents' cows and sheep, on the outskirts of the 
forest, in the parish of Evje in Norway. To- 
wards evening a bear, followed by two cubs, 
suddenly rushed towards the herd. ' The bear 
is here !' exclaimed the elder of the lads to 
the younger, who was at some little distance, 
6 pa88 opp ! pass opp !' that is, c look out ! 
look out !' At this time the beast was in the 
act of chasing one of the sheep ; and though 
the boy was provided only with a stick, he in- 
stantly ran to the rescue, and held up his frail 
weapon in a menacing way towards the bear. 
But the odds were too unequal ; for on his 
near approach, she rose on her hind legs, and 
laid the gallant little fellow prostrate ! 

" The younger boy, on hearing the cries of 
the elder, made forthwith to the spot, where 
he found the bear lying over his cousin, and 
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the fangs of the beast in contact with his 
head. In that part of the country, even the 
smallest lad wears a knife, suspended by a 
belt about the waist. Such was the case with 
our little hero, who forthwith attempted to 
draw the weapon ; but owing to rain that had 
fallen in the morning, the wooden handle of 
the knife stuck fast in the scabbard, and his 
efforts to disengage it proved unsuccessful. 
Nothing daunted, however, and armed only 
with his stick, he went straight up to the 
bear, and commenced belaboring her hind 
quarters. Thus unceremoniously attacked, the 
beast, uttering a deep growl, sprang to her 
feet, and, strange to say, moved sullenly off, 
without offering him any kind of molestation. 
" As soon as she had left her victim, and 
while making a second dash at the identical 
sheep previously chased (which owing to the 
rest of the flock having run off in an opposite 
direction, stood stock still as if bewildered), 
the little fellow drew his knife — the attempt 
having in this instance proved successful — and 
brandishing the shining blade, he with men- 
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acing gestures thus addressed the bear : c Be 
off with you ! make yourself scarce, or you 
shall see how I will serve you !' A form 
of words, coupled with a display of bright 
steel, of which that beast, according to the 
superstitious notions of the peasantry, is mor- 
tally afraid. 

"The wounded boy having by this time 
risen to his feet, presently joined his comrade ; 
and whilst the two little fellows thus battled 
with the bear, the hunted sheep, benefiting by 
the opportune diversion in its favor, succeeded 
in effecting its escape. 

" The bears now retreated, when the lads 
hastened home with the cattle, leaving the 
beasts no other trophy than the cap of the 
elder, that they had carried off, and which, 
riven nearly in pieces, was afterwards found at 
some distance from the scene of conflict. 

" The clothes of the wounded boy were torn 
to rags, and he himself sorely bitten, but he is, 
nevertheless, now so far recovered, as to herd 
cattle as before. 

" ( What would you have done had the bear 
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carried off your cousin ?' was the question 
put to the younger lad after the occurrence. 
' Then I myself should never have returned 
home/ was his reply, i we should have shared 
alike !'" 

" Brave boy !" exclaimed Louis. 

" Faithful friend/' murmured Percy. 

" I wonder if any one of us would have done 
so much for a companion I" said Willy, in a 
musing tone. 

" I am half afraid not" replied Julia. 

" And why so, jewel ?" cried the boys. 

" Because — because — " said she hesitating 
— " it is not very likely that we should be 
ready to give up our lives for another — when 
we are so very seldom ready to — to — " 

" To give up our wills" added Mr. Pres- 
grave, smiling. " Our selfishness is the bear 
that we fear to fight — our evil temper the 
mad dog that we must chain down and 
subdue." 
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t ff»is's fait. 

THE JACOBINS. 

"Amidst the horrors of the first French 
Kevolution, when the palace of the' monarch 
was sacked, and the guillotine ran with blood ; 
when to be rich was treated as a crime, and 
the highest rank brought the deepest fall ; a 
merciless mob of Jacobins were hurrying a 
citizen to his death. In vain might he plead 
ignorance of his offence, in vain might he claim 
justice, or cry for mercy, he saw but the fierce 
sans-culottes around him, dragging him for- 
ward to the terrible guillotine ! 

" In this fearful hour, who could save him, 
who dared to interpose to rescue the citizen 
from death ? One man did dare, and that 
was an Englishman ! I never heard if he were 
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impelled by feelings of friendship, or only a 
generous desire to help the defenceless, but 
with a courage that defied all danger, Nesham, 
a young officer of the British navy, who then 
happened to be near the spot, arrested the 
Jacobins in their murderous course, declared 
that their victim should not die without a 
trial, and that if they proceeded it should be 
over his body ! 

" Even the fierce Eevolutionists were struck 
with admiration at the heroism of the stranger. 
The French are peculiarly alive to such sen- 
timents, and Nesham had not only the glory 
of having rescued an innocent man from de- 
struction, but was voted a civic crown by the 
Jacobins themselves, for having preserved the 
life of a citizen." 

" That is a very extraordinary instance of 
courage/' observed Mr. Presgrave, as he laid 
down the paper, "had you it upon .good 
authority, Louis ?" 

" Nesham's own sister told it to my dear 
grandfather." 
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" It is one of the most remarkable examples 
of success in opposing the torrent of evil, that 
I have ever heard/' said Mrs. Gore. " Had 
the furious Jacobins torn Nesham to pieces, 
or dragged him to the guillotine to share the 
citizen's fate (which seemed the most proba- 
ble result of his interference), every one would 
have called his attempt to save the French- 
man an act of perfect madness." 

" It is never an easy matter to swim against 
the torrent/' quietly observed the old lady on 
the sofa. " If it is hard not to follow the mul- 
titude to do wrong, it is harder still to oppose 
them." 

" We know something of that at school," 
said Willy. 

" Ah ! often things happen that will re- 
mind me of Nesham," cried Louis. " Depend 
upon it when he was a school-boy, he never 
sufFered a little chap to be bullied." 

" Nor was afraid to say his prayers," sub- 
joined Percy. 

" It 's so easy to speak about being brave," 
said Tom ; " to talk of dashing amongst can- 
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non and bullets, but to go one way when all 
the world goes another." 

" To stand up for the right when every one 
else is hunting it down." 

" This needs a desperate deal of courage/' 
said Louis. 

" It is often difficult even to reprove sin by 
example," remarked Mr. Presgrave. " I knew 
a young civilian in the Indian service, one of 
the finest specimens of a pure-minded, noble- 
hearted man that I ever had the pleasure of 
meeting with. 

" When a boy he had refused to join his 
school-fellows in robbing the fruit of their 
master ; and threatened to report their con- 
duct if they persisted in it. When quite a 
young man, he was invited to the mess-table 
of a regiment in India, where the conversation 
after dinner became so improper, that the civ- 
ilian, feeling it his duty to show his disappro- 
bation, calmly rose from the table and left the 
place." 

" I daresay that the officers jeered at him," 
said Bella, 

6 
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" I daresay that they did, but they could 
not but respect him, and when they met him 
in future, they were more guarded in their 
language." 

" One of the most distinguished generals in 
the Indian army," said Mrs. Gore, " who re- 
turned to old England covered with laurels, 
told me himself that when a very young offi- 
cer he had fairly run off from a mess-table, 
where his comrades were endeavoring to in- 
duce him to drink ; and it has always seemed 
to me that that run-off from temptation, 
when almost a boy, did him as much credit 
as the proudest of his victories when a man." 

" I daresay that it required more courage," 
observed Willy. 

" I wonder," exclaimed Bella, " that ever 
Nesham's heroism could have roused any 
generous feelings in those horrible Jacobins. 
Those who could guillotine their own gentle 
king—" 

* Louis XVT, a prince of mild and amiable disposition, 
was guillotined, after a mock trial by his own subjects, 
im 1792. 
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"And their beautiful queen/' added 
Julia. 

" And carry the head of a young princessf 
on a pole, with her fair hair floating around 
it." 

" Oh ! I would have had no mercy on such 
murderers !" exclaimed Louis, striking his fist 
upon the table ; " if I had been a general at 
the head of twenty thousand men, I 'd soon 
have cleared Paris of them ! I 'd have rode 
them down, and cut them to pieces !" 

" Oh ! Louis !" exclaimed Jessy and Julia ; 
while Bella whispered to Willy, "It would 
have been no more than they deserved !" 
Mrs. Gore looked shocked, the old lady sighed J 
but Mr. Presgrave, who had been glancing 
over Willy's tale, quietly raised his hand for 
silence, and commenced his reading without 
an observation. 

* Marie Antoinette, the wife of Louis XVI. 
f The Princess de Lamballe. 
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Willi 9 ! tttlt. 

THE ROBBER TRIBE. 

" About thirty years ago, in the mountains 
of Candeish, dwelt a terrible race of robbers, 
called Bheels. They lived by plunder, thought 
nothing of murder, and by their cruelty, their 
wickedness, and their numbers, th^y were the 
terror of the whole country round. Some- 
times when every one had quietly gone to rest 
in a poor Indian village, there would be a cry 
of ' The Bheels ! The Bheels !' and soon by 
the light of their blazing huts, wives would 
see their husbands killed at their doors, and 
their children running shrieking from the 
murderers ! 

" The Governor of Bombay,* whose care it 

* Bombay is one of the great divisions of India, and is 
ruled by a Governor sent out from England. 

r 
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was to see that all that country was kept quiet 
and in order, always looked grave and stern 
when he thought of the Bheels, and deter- 
mined to punish and subdue them. 

" So he sent his brave troops into the moun- 
tains of Candeish to hunt out the robber tribes. 
Sometimes they killed a few Bheels, but the 
rest kept out of their way, for it was as hard 
to catch them as monkeys* Then the place 
was so hot, and so very unhealthy, that the 
soldiers began to droop. One man fell ill and 
another fell ill — till ever so many fell sick, 
and the doctors were worked from morning 
till night, and grave after grave was dug for 
the dead ; and the pale sickly officers review- 
ing their troops, thought 'We never shall 
subdue the Bheels V 

" Then the Governor of Bombay was more 
angry than ever, and it seemed to his mind 
that there was no better way than to kill every 
one of this murderous tribe ! 

" Another governor* succeeded him, mild 
and gentle, who loved better to save than to 

f Mr. Mountstuart Elphinatone. 
6* 
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destroy. He thought of a plan to subdue 
the Bheels ; but whom could he find to carry- 
it out ? 

" The Bheels hated the soldiers, and hated 
the English, and hated the Governor of Bom- 
bay. They looked at their own wild hills, and 
they shook their own sharp swords, and resolv- 
ed that they never would yield ! 

" There was one young officer among the 
English, named James Outram, distinguished 
for his dauntless courage. He had fought 
the Bheels and gained successes over them ; 
and if they had taken him in fight, oh ! how 
they would have exulted to have cut him in 
pieces, or to have hurled him down one of their 
precipices ! 

" How astonished were they when, one 
sultry day, they saw Outram himself mount- 
ing a hill, and fearlessly coming towards 
them ! Do you think that he came at the 
head of his men, on a fiery steed, with a gun 
in his hand, and pistols at his saddle-bow ? 
No, he came alone, not a soldier near him, 
alone in the midst of his bloody foes ; — he 
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placed himself in the hands of the Bheels, 
the fierce robbers whom our troops were hunt- 
ing down, with no defence but his own calm 
spirit, and God's Providence watching over 
him ! 

" Even savage hearts are touched by a proof 
of generous and undeserved confidence. Out- 
ram lived among the Bheels, and they harmed 
him not ; they began by admiring, they ended 
in loving him. He hunted with them, and 
they wondered to see a courage yet more dar- 
ing than their own. He cared for their 
wounds, he told them tales, he won the hearts 
of the robber tribe. Then he asked them if 
they would enlist as troops, and earn their 
bread in an honest way. Under such a leader 
they gladly enlisted, they became as faithful 
as they were brave — they defended the coun- 
try they had loved to attack, and shed their 
blood freely in the cause of order and peace !" 

"What a fine fellow that Outram must 
have been \" exclaimed Louis. " I wonder if 
he is living still !" 
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" Oh ! yes, he is living — and long may he 
live ! I used often to see him when he was 
in England/ 1 

" Did he tell you of his adventures with the 
Bheels ?" asked little Julia. 

" Oh ! no ; I never could get him to speak 
of his adventures, though I longed to hear 
about them, especially of one famous hunting 
story, of his rolling upon the ground with a 
panther." 

"Is it not he who is called the modern 
Bayard/' said Percy, " the Chevalier sanspeur 
et sans reproche ?" 

" What does that mean ?" whispered 
Julia. 

" Without fear and without reproach/ 1 re- 
plied Percy. 

" Without fear for his enemies, or reproach 
for the way in which he treats them !" said the 
little girl, glancing archly at Louis. 

"I am thinking," observed Willy, "that 
your way with the Jacobins was not much like 
Colonel Outram's way with the Bheels. There 
may be a better mode of subduing our enemies 
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than riding them down or cutting them to 
pieces." 

Louis colored, and looked at Mr. Presgrave, 
who smiled. " How much hetter to win one 
foe by kindness, than to slay ten thousand 
with the sword ! How different would the 
feelings of Outram have been, had he stood as 
a conqueror on the hills of Candeish, with his 
victorious sword red with blood, and his en- 
emies dead and dying around him, to what 
they must have been when he glanced along 
their ranks, and thought from what he had 
raised them by his courage and his mercy !" 

" And I have heard mamma say that he 
narrowly escaped a death by poison/' said 
Tom. 

" How was that ? how was that ?" cried the 
rest. 

"An injured, helpless widow had been 
falsely accused and thrown into prison, that 
her cruel enemy might take possession of the 
property that was her right. There was but 
one thing in the way of the bad man's suc- 
cess, the justice and generous spirit of a Briton, 
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and that Briton was Colonel Outram ! The 
widow's oppressor hated the man who stood 
between him and his prey ; twice was the life 
of her protector attempted, but — " 

" God watched over the safety of the brave 
and just man/' said Mrs. Gore. 

" Well, I do not wish to be a conqueror," 
observed little Willy, " but I should like to 
feel, when I left the earth, that some one was 
the happier for my having been in it !" 
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IX. 

The hand of Mr. Presgrave was on the last 
sheet of paper, neatly folded, and tied with 
red tape. Percy looked uneasy, and edged 
back his chair till he was almost hidden in the 
shadow of the screen. Mr. Presgrave then 
proceeded as follows : 

ftns's fait." 

ANNE ASCUE. 

" c Has she confessed nothing ?' 
" ' Nothing, my lord/ 
" i And recanted nothing ?' 
"'Nothing.' 

" ' There is no doubt but that she could 
give information to implicate the Queen, 

* Queen Catherine Parr, the sixth and last wife of Henry 
YIIL This Queen favored the Reformation, and had many 
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whose influence with King Henry is tottering 
now, and ready to fall with a breath. We 
most try sterner means ; bring the prisoner 
before us ; she can speak, she must, and she 
shall/ 

" Thus spake stern Wriothesley, Chancellor 
of Henry VIII., leaning back in his massive 
chair, and folding his arms with an air of 
gloomy determination. On what are his dark 
eyes sternly fixed ? — a long, fearful-looking 
machine, beside which stands a dark execu- 
tioner. Do you ask its name and its use ? 
Mercy shudders, and is silent. 

" And now there is a light step in the hall, 
a slight female form is led before the judge, 
and Anne Ascue stands so near to the instru- 
ment of torture, that her white robe touches 
its iron wheel, and unconsciously she half leans 
upon the frame. 

""Wriothesley beckons to his secretary, a 
hard-featured man in the garb of a monk, who 

enemies, who hoped, by torturing Anne Ascue, to induce 
her to confess something that might rain her royal nistress, 
and perhaps even bring her to the block. 
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at the sign takes a seat at a small table near, 
and placing a blank sheet of paper before him, 
remains ready to take down the confession of 
the prisoner. 

" * Woman/ said the Chancellor, ' for the 
last time mercy is offered to thee ; thou mayest 
earn it by a fall confession and a free recant- 
ation/ 

" How silvery were the tones of the trem- 
ulous voice that replied : ' Eecant ! — that I 
cannot, or deny the truth. Confess ! — I can 
confess my sins, and I can confess my faith, 
and I know that I shall find mercy, but not 
from man !' 

" ' This is trifling. Look behind you !' 
spake Wriothesley. 

" Then, indeed, all color faded from the 
cheek of the young Lollard,* an expression 
of intense horror passed over her features', she 
clasped her hands and looked wildly round, as 
though seeking a protector in that stern com- 
pany. But none stood forward to help the 

• A name given to the Reformers (we now call them 
Protestants) in early times. 

7 
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oppressed; those whose hearts felt pity shunned 
meeting her gaze ; slowly she raised it towards 
heaven, and her lips moved in silent, fervent 
prayer. 

" * Once more, prisoner, I demand, wilt thou 
recant ?' 

With a violent effort, Anne gasped forth, 
' Never !' 

"Wriothesley made a sign to the execu- 
tioner, and the stern man silently obeyed. 

" And who was she who was stretched upon 
the rack, and what was the crime for which 
she suffered ? A young, tender lady, whose 
home had been a court, whose companion the 
wife of her king ! And her crime was love for 
Gospel-truth, a devotion which led her freely 
to exchange a palace for a dungeon, and pleas- 
ures for the rack ! 

"Thought dare not dwell on the terrible 
scene ; pain could wring forth only cries to 
heaven, and prayers to the Saviour for whom 
she suffered. 

" And He was with her in that fiery trial, as 
His presence was with the young men in the 
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furnace of Nebuchadnezzar ; in weakness He 
was her strength, in anguish her comfort. He 
could breathe into the soul of the tortured 
martyr, ' Bejoice and be exceeding glad ; for 
great is your reward in heaven !' 

"The heart of the stern executioner was 
touched ; he paused, he could not proceed. 
Impatiently Wriothesley sprang from his 
seat, with his own hand turned the fetal 
wheel — a shriek burst from the lips of his 
victim! 

" ' Betract ! — confess !' These words rung 
in her ears. Oh ! what mortal courage is suf- 
ficient for this hour ; — God, God alone can 
support and strengthen ! And God did 
strengthen — God did support. Anna's half- 
lifeless form was raised from the rack ; the 
secretary's page was yet a blank. She 
had neither betrayed her faith nor her 
Queen ! 

" Anna Ascue was carried to the stake the 
next day ; she had no longer power to walk : 
but the bitterness of death to her was past ! 
Calmly she gazed on the dreadful prepara- 
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tions, and saw in the heaped faggots but l the 
Prophet's car of fire to bear her to a Father V 
Soon all was over ; cruelty had done its worst, 
it had sent its victim sooner to her eternal 
home. The soft breezes scattered the ashes 
. of the martyr, and her spirit was rejoicing in 
the realms of light." 

" Can such a terrible story really be true ?" 
cried Julia. 

" Too true/' replied Mr. Presgrave. "Anna 
was but one of many martyrs who suffered for 
the truth in the reigns of Henry VIII. and 
Queen Mary." 

" Ah !" said his wife, " when we read our 
precious Bibles, we little think how much 
blood has flowed, and what agonies have been 
endured, to secure to us a privilege which we 
often value too lightly \" 

" Will such times ever come again ?" asked 
Willy. 

" The future, my boy, is known only to God 
— our duties lie in the present. May the Al- 
mighty give us grace, both now and always, 

% 
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to deeply prize His sacred Word, and whether 
in prosperity or in adversity — through good 
report or evil report, to hold fast the profession 
of our faith without wavering!" 
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" How beautiful is constancy under intense 
suffering !" observed Mrs. Gore ; " and Chris- 
tianity has its heroes still ! I believe/' added 
she, glancing at the invalid on the sofa, " that 
when the trial of sickness and pain is borne 
with meekness, cheerfulness, and perfect re- 
signation, God beholds the martyr's spirit 
in His servant, and prepares the martyr's 
crown!" 

" It would be a comfort to think that," said 
poor Percy, and sighed. 

"I knew a poor woman," resumed Mrs. 

Gore, "the wife of a gamekeeper in B 

shire. For months, I believe years, an agonis- 
ing malady had been gradually drawing her 
towards the grave. Her cottage was a soli- 
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tary one ; no one lived very near ; her hus- 
band went to his work early in the morning 
— and lonely, very lonely, must her days often 
have been, when pain was the only companion 
left with her. But religion cheered her couch 
of suffering, and her feeble voice would be 
raised in hymns to Him who was her hope 
and her salvation. I shall not soon forget one 
occasion, when I was driving her home to her 
cottage, after a visit to a docter who had put 
her to exquisite pain. The glorious sttn was 
setting in the west ; I pointed it out to the 
suffering woman, and reminded her of the lines 
in which a dying Christian is compared to the 
declining orb of day, 

" ' And when he draws nearer to finish his race, 
Like a fine setting-sun he grows richer in grace, 
And gives a sure hope at the end of his days 
Of rising in brighter array 1' 

The expression of pain on the invalid's face 
was exchanged for a look of pleasure and 
peace : — she could do more than ' suffer and 
be still/ she could suffer and re/oice — and was 
not this woman a Christian heroine ?" 
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" This glory may belong even to a child," 
said Mr. Presgrave. " A dear little boy, not 
ten years of age, in a moment of danger and 
pain could say to his agonised mother, 'Mam- 
ma, do not. cry ; I am not afraid to die 1' 
That child, amid intense sufferings, glorified 
his God, not a murmur escaped his expiring 
lips, and he showed how, even in childhood, a 
Christian may die J" 

" Were our souls really full of the love of 
God/* said Mrs. Presgrave, "we should ever 
be listening to that voice which says, 'Let 
not your heart be troubled, neither let it be 
afraid V" 

" / am not afraid to die! 9 ' exclaimed Percy ; 
" Oh ! that is the secret of true courage, I 
believe/' 

" We can imagine nothing," replied Mr. 
Presgrave, " more calculated to give firmness 
and heroism in circumstances of danger, than 
the blessed belief that God is with us> that He 
orders all things for our good; and that 
death itself, to the humble Christian, is but 
the gate, the entrance to glory 1 For what 
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said the holy David, persecuted, hunted, 
surrounded by perils — The Lord is my light 
and my salvation — whom shall I fear ? The 
Lord is the strength of my life ; — of whom 
shall I be a/raid? Yea, though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death — 

I WILL FBAK NO EVIL, FOB THOU ABT WITH 
MEl" 
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XI. 

The next day the young party assembled 
at Ivy Lodge dispersed to their various desti- 
nations. Amy, like a restless butterfly, flut- 
tered through the house in the bustle of 
preparation, all the morning conveying packet 
after packet, to be heaped up, one upon 
another, on one of the old-fashioned oak 
chairs in the hall. Her brother's heavy port- 
manteau she placed on her own band-box, 
some books lent by Willy, a paint-box given 
by Mr. Presgrave, a portfolio of prints crown- 
ing the pile ; — what wonder if, the first time 
that Tom passed the heap, books, portfolio, 
and portmanteau fell crashing upon the floor, 
and the edge of the paint-box made its way 
through the band-box ! Good-natured Jessy 
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and merry little Julia came in a moment to 
their companion's assistance. Bella was too 
busy with " The Lord of the Isles" to give 
heed either to crash or exclamation. 

At length the Clarence rolled to the door. 
There was shaking of hands and oft-repeated 
good-byes, as Louis and his sisters, one by 
one left the house. Mr. Presgrave stood on 
the threshold to see them depart ; the bright 
sunlight shone on his venerable bald head, 
surrounded as by a crown of silvery hair, as 
he gave each child his parting blessing, and 
inwardly prayed for the welfare of all. Just 
as the carriage was about to move off, trunks 
and parcels without, smiling faces within, 
Julia came running with a large nosegay 
which she had just gathered for Jessy. " You 
will like to have flowers in London/' said 
she, " and they will remind you of dear Ivy 
Lodge." 

Next appeared an invalid-chair, drawn by 
a donkey, to take Percy to his less distant 
home. A joyless home it was, and the poor 
lame lad could scarcely force a smile to his lips 

Digitized by GoOgle 



84 TRUE HEROISM. 

as he bade adieu to his friends. His uncle was 
an attorney in the village of Meade, a man 
cold in manner and niggardly in habits, who, 
never having had his heart softened by do- 
mestic ties, had little sympathy or kindliness 
for the sickly boy. Mr. Presgrave marked the 
expression of Percy's pale face, the moist- 
ening of the eye which he in vain tried to hide. 
" God be with you, my son \" he gently whis- 
pered ; " remember that Christianity has its 
heroes in suffering as well as in acting ; en- 
dure hardness as a good soldier of Jesus 
Christ." 

Then her mother's carriage arrived for Julia, 
the darling and plaything of the house. Mrs. 
Gore kissed her as tenderly as though she had 
been her own daughter, and Mr. Presgrave's 
manner was that of a parent, as he led the 
little girl to the door. Tom and Willy waved 
their caps again and again, till the carriage 
had rolled away down the lane. 

On the following morning they themselves 
departed for school. On their sojourn there 
I am not about to dwell, but, taking advan- 
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tage of the privilege of an author to skip over 
time and space as I please, I beg my young 
reader to imagine himself beside them on the 
day when school breaks up for the midsummer 
holidays. 

A school on the eve of dispersion is like a 
hive on the point of swarming, all bustle, 
no|se, hope, merriment, and confusion : to 
those who have seen I need not describe it 
Amongst the light-hearted boys now leaving 
Dr. Paynter's, by omnibus, carriage, or rail- 
way-train, none were more light-hearted than 
Tom and Willy. As they drove towards Ivy 
Lodge, and began to recognize the land-marks 
around them, what joyous exclamations burst 
from their lips I 

" Tom, I say, there 's the old mill ; don't 
you see it on that hill far away ?" 

Tom looked doubtful for a moment, then 
joyfully cried, " Yes, yes ! and there 's the 
gate over which we saw Sir Hugh leap on his 
coal-black hunter ; and there's the little inn 
where he watered his horse, with the red lion 
swinging in the wind." 
8 
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"I wonder how Duke is, our own frisky 
little pony." 

" Ah ! how glad I shall be/' cried Tom, 
" to mount him again !" 

" Indeed/' said Willy, laughing, ",the last 
time that you mounted you came down a good 
deal faster than you got up ! I thought that 
you might be a little afraid/' 

" Afraid !" exclaimed Tom ; " that's a fine 
word for an Englishman !' Do you think I've 
forgotten all those famous stories that we read 
in the Easter holidays ? I tell you what, 
Willy, I 've a mind to be a hero like Outram 
or Nesham, and I '11 never be afraid of any 
thing or any body !" 

"I should rather like an adventure myself," 
said Willy, " if it all ended well, and was not 
at night, and had nothing to do with tortures 
or fire." 

" I long to have my courage tried I" cried 
Tom, throwing himself back in the carriage 
with an air of great firmness and determin- 
ation ; " I want to have it brought to the 
proof!" 
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" But if it should fail ?" suggested Willy. 
" Do you know that I have often thought over 
those stories, and I 'm half afraid." 

" That word again !" cried Tom, im- 
patiently. 

"I'm dubitating then, as Dr. Paynter 
would say, whether in any one of the cases I 
should have acted as the heroes did ! Think 
of Maxwell now, how he stood the fire, and 
never flinched from his post for a moment, 
though—" 

"There's Ivy Lodge itself !" cried Tom, 
springing up to the window, " and the roses 
out already, and Duke grazing in the field" 

" Mamma ! can you see mamma ?" cried 
Willy. " There is some one at the door — 
no ! 'tis Uncle Fresgrave ; I thought he would 
be there." 

The carriage stopped at the entrance to Ivy 
Lodge. 
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$ntt fax ®t\tx$. 

Thb joyous feelings of the boys were damped 
by their first sight of their uncle's face. It 
was kind as ever, but so grave, so pale, they 
felt at once that something serious must have 
happened. 

" Do not leave the carriage, my dear boys/' 
said Mr. Presgrave. " I cannot suffer you at 
present to enter the house/' 

" Mamma ! — where is she ? what is the 
matter ?" exclaimed Tom and Willy, with a 
vague sense of fear. 

" She is well, my children, quite well, thank 
God! The anxiety and sorrow are mine. 
Your poor aunt is now lying in a critical state 
(his lips quivered as he spoke), from an attack 
of malignant fever ; and as the doctor cannot 
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yet positively declare that the malady is not 
infectious in its nature, we have thankfully 
accepted the oflfer of Sir Hugh Moncton to 
receive you for a few days till the issue is 
known." 

The poor boys looked at each other with 
mingled surprise and sorrow. Willy asked if 
he might not see his mother, but this was not 
thought advisable ; after sending many a mes- 
sage of love, the boys were driven slowly away. 
" How little we know what a day may bring 
forth 1" sighed Willy, after some moments of 
silence ; " we were so happy, and all seemed 
so bright !" 

" Oh ! I hope that aunt soon will recover," 
said Tom, " and then all will be right again. 
If it were not the cause of our going, I should 
rather like to visit at Sir Hugh's ; they say he 
has the finest place in the county, with dogs 
and horses, and every thing grand, and Ned 
Moncton's a splendid young fellow 1" 

With a faltering step and a heavy heart, 
Mr. Presgrave re-entered the house. Seldom 
through the course of a long life had clouds 
8* 
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gathered so darkly around him ! Mrs. Gore 
had never hitherto permitted her children to 
visit her neighbor, and now only a sudden 
and pressing emergency induced her to expose 
her young sons to the dangerous society of 
Anderdon Hall. Perhaps anxiety on their ac- 
count weighed upon Mr. Presgrave as heavily 
as upon their mother. The feebleness and 
infirmities of age rendered him less able to 
struggle against care, whilst the heaviest, to 
him, of all earthly afflictions, the loss of the 
wife whom he deeply loved, seemed hanging 
over his head like a thunder-cloud ready to 
burst. Much need had the aged man of the 
sustaining power of his faith— again and again 
he repeated to himself as he feebly and slowly 
mounted the stairs, " Why art thou cast down, 
my 80tdf and why art thou disquieted within 
me f hope thou in God :for I shall yet praise 
him, who is the health of my countenance and 
my God" 

With noiseless step he reached the sick- 
room — with trembling hand he unclosed the 
door, and listened for a moment ere he ven- 
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tured to enter. After the clear sunshine 
which he had left, how dark and gloomy ap- 
peared that chamber ! Drawn curtains shut 
out the cheerful day, the air felt heavy and 
oppressive, cooling drinks and lotions lay on 
a table by the bed-side, no sound was heard 
but the ticking of a watch, which seemed 
numbering the few moments of departing 
life. 

Mrs. Gore glided silently to the door with 
her finger upon her lips. " She sleeps still," 
she whispered, and gently drew her uncle to a 
corner of the room which opened into the sick 
chamber, that they might converse in low 
tones without disturbing the sufferer. 

" Have you seen my poor boys ?" inquired 
the mother. 

The old gentleman, in a few brief words, re- 
counted all that had passed. 

" Oh ! uncle," said the lady, with a deep- 
drawn sigh, " I feel as though I had sent my 
sons into a furnace of temptation ! x But how 
could I avoid it ? I could not safely have 
them here — there was no time to form other 
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arrangements— and yet there is a burden on 
my soul." 

" Cast thy burden on the Lord, He will sus- 
tain thee !" replied her uncle, taking her hand 
into both of his own. 

" Oh ! dear uncle ! you are ever ready 
to comfort others, even when you must 
most need comfort yourself. I know, too 
well I know, what you must be suffering 
now, but you are so firm, so full of Christian 
courage I" 

" No, my daughter/' faltered the old man, 
while tears fast coursed each other down his 
pale cheek ; "I am like a poor storm-tossed 
helpless wanderer, ready to sink into these 
waves of trouble, but I yet hear my Sav- 
iour's voice in the storm — 'It is* I, be not 
afraid!'" 

Mrs. Gore was one of those gentle beings, 
who, like creeping plants, so closely, fondly 
cling round the objects of their tender affec- 
tion, that existence itself seems wrapt up in 
theirs. Quiet, retiring, even to timidity, her 
husband and her children had formed her 
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little world, and on earth she sought nothing 
beyond. Her delicate features, her gentle 
sweet smile, bore impress of goodness which 
even strangers could not mistake ; but those 
who knew her best were alone aware of the 
firmness, the self-devotion, in the character 
of one whom religious principle, like a guid- 
ing star, directed in the path of life. Gentle 
in manner, timid in nature, duty or affection 
could nerve her to courage ; and afraid of in- 
fection as she from childhood had been, and 
eager as she felt to welcome home her boys, 
without a murmur she was ready to forego 
the joy and meet the danger, for she felt that 
God had marked out the course she should 
pursue. 

But to a spirit like hers, the illness of a 
loved one was a trial peculiarly severe ; while 
her tenderness of conscience and dread of 
evil rendered her painfully anxious for her 
sons. " One may bear personal trials firmly," 
said the tender mother, sitting down and rest- 
ing her head on her hand, " but to see those 
whom we love suffer, and not be able to relieve 
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them — to see them in peril, and not be able to 
succor them." 

" We must trust them/' said Mr. Presgrave, 
more hopefully and firmly, " to Him who loves 
them yet better than we do ; we can aid them 
still by fervent prayer to Him who orders all 
things in heaven and earth ; and, like the 
friends of the paralytic man, lay our loved 
ones at the feet of Jesus /" 
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£nx 0f Sifcitnlt. 

After a drive of less than two miles, the 
boys arrived at Anderdon Hall, and received 
a kindly welcome from Sir Hugh. They 
looked with some awe and reverence on his 
tall commanding figure ; there was something 
in his quick, decisive manner which impressed 
the minds of his young guests, who, though 
they had often seen him before, had not 
hitherto had an opportunity of conversing 
with him. His fine hall was hung with ban- 
ners, and adorned with old weapons and 
armor ; and when Sir Hugh pointed out ar- 
quebus and halbert, and talked of his ances- 
tors, and the battles in which they had fought, 
Willy silently decided in his own mind that 
Cceur de Lion must have looked like Sir Hugh. 
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A good deal of fear was, however, mixed with 
his admiration ; he had too frequent occasion 
to remark at dinner how his host's good- 
humored expression could in a moment 
change ; the knight was domineering with 
the servants, impatient, and irritable, while 
the least opposition made his dark eye flash, 
and the color mount up even to his forehead, 
Tom was more attracted by Ned Moncton, the 
son of Sir Hugh, a slight, elegant youth, with 
less fire than his father, but a dry sarcastic 
manner about him, which made the smile of 
the one almost as much to be feared as the 
frown of the other. 

The conversation at table astonished the 
young Gores, and yet they could not help be- 
ing amused by it Stories of hunting, steeple- 
chases, betting and gambling, followed one 
another in rapid succession. Sir Hugh talked 
loud, and filled his glass so often, that Willy 
looked in wonder at the emptied bottle. When 
a dtory from the knight concluded with an 
oath, Willy felt startled and looked at his 
brother, but Tom was laughing aloud at the 
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fun of the adventure, and the young boy dared 
not show that he felt shocked. 

When the meal was almost concluded, the 
boys were surprised by hearing the heavy 
sound of a railway-train, and then to see the 
long line of carriages hurried on by the puffing 
engine, so near to the knight's house, that 
they fancied that the windows rattled with 
the vibration. Tom wondered that the line 
should pass so near, and thus a subject was 
touched which roused all the fire in the spirit 
of their host. He struck his fist on the table, 
upsetting a glass, and entered*nto a loud ex- 
cited account of all that he had done, and all 
that he had wished to do, to prevent such an 
unheard-of annoyance — concluding in lan- 
guage with which I shall not soil my pages, 
by declaring that all might have been well 
if it had not been for that fellow Manners, 
a mean, sneaking attorney, who, added the 
knight, with an oath, " shall live to repent it 
yet !" 

" Has Mr. Manners a nephew ?" whispered 
Willy to Ned. 
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" Yes," replied Ned, with a contemptuous 
smile ; " a poor apology for a boy, a pitiful 
creature who drives about the lanes in a 
chaise drawn by a donkey. As he has neither 
strength or spirit to beat the beast, it walks 
quietly along, cropping the thistles as it goes. 
I tried one day with my dogs to improve the 
pace, and see if I could rouse the miserable 
little fellow, who is as timid as a hare, to try 
a good blow with one of his crutches. 'Twas 
lucky for him that he was near his home ; I 
never had such fun in my life." 

Ned's laugh yas but faintly echoed by Tom. 
Willy felt the blood mount to his temples, but 
was silent* 

" Now come, let us be off to the billiard- 
table," cried Ned, and the boys quitted the 
dining-room. They both enjoyed the amuse- 
ment exceedingly, and Tom made one or two 
fortunate hits, which put him into very high 
spirits. Then Ned showed them the curios- 
ities of the house, and amongst others some 
very old manuscripts, of the time of the war 
of the Roses. 
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" How faint and brown the letters have be- 
come/' observed Willy ; " they look like writ- 
ing in milk !" 

" In milk/' exclaimed Ned, " why yon could 
liot see that at all, it would be just the same 
color as the paper/' 

" So it is," replied Willy ; "you could not 
know that any thing was written, until you 
hold the paper to the fire." 

" That 's curious. I never heard of that 
before. It would be a capital thing for a se- 
cret correspondence. Let 's try it. I will ask 
Mrs. Simmons for some milk, and see if you 
can make out what I write." 

" Where are we to find a fire in mid-sum- 
mer !" observed Willy. 

" Oh ! go into the study there — there is 
wood ready laid, and matches you will find on 
the mantel-piece." 

" And paper !" 

" There are plenty of old envelopes and 
scraps lying about — there — make haste ; I will 
be back before you can get up a blaze." 

" Can you not find another piece of paper, 
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Tom ?" said Willy, as upon his knees he was 
trying to coax up a flame. " This wood must 
be damp, it will not burn." 

" Here !" cried Tom, flinging him a hand- 
ful ; " how Sir Hugh throws his papers about 1" 

" Have you looked into the envelopes to see 
that they are all empty ?" 

" Oh I they're empty enough/' replied Tom, 
carelessly ; " there, that funny green one has 
done the business, we shall have a brisk fire 
in a moment !" 

Ned now returned with a sheet of appar- 
ently blank paper, and with a smile of curios- 
ity spread it before the now flaming wood. 
Gradually brown letters appeared on the sur- 
face, and Tom spelt out the words : 
" Why is Percy Manners like a deal table f 
"He stands upon four legs, a heavy look wears, 
" And all that is put on him quietly bears." 

"I say, Tom," cried Ned, after a hearty 
laugh — at his own poor wit, "I think that 
your brother is so stupid that he does not see 
the joke!" 

" No, I don't," muttered Willy, turning to- 
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wards the window ; — then he suddenly added, 
" I understand it, if you mean that, but — 
but—" 

" Oh ! I did not call for an explanation/' 
cried Ned, with a little of the temper of his 
father. "Maybe you had better keep your 
thoughts to yourself. Tom, let us visit the 
kennel, you have not been there •" — and fling- 
ing the paper into the fire, the youth quitted 
the apartment with his companions. 
9* 



y Google 



XIV. 

%\t iixst Skirmish 

" Tom, I feel in such bad humor with my- 
self," said Willy, as the two brothers prepared 
to go to rest in the chamber provided for them. 

" Well, I feel uncommonly merry ; we Ve 
fine fun, capital games, comfortable quarters, 
and a pleasant companion, I am sure. Are 
you not contented with them ?" 

"I am not contented with myself," said 
Willy. " I say, Tom, I think that we two 
are little better than cowards." 

" What do you mean ?" cried his brother, 
angrily. 

" Why, things made us laugh that should 
have made us blush, though that verse was 
sounding in my ears, ' Fools make a mock of 
sin/ and we quietly heard our poor lame 

Digitized by GoOgle 



THE FIRST BKIBMISH. 103 

friend abused, called a pitiful creature, a mis- 
erable little fellow, when, if we had had the 
spirit of a Nesham — if we had had any spirit 
at all — we would have stood up for poor Percy 
when he was not here to stand up for him- 
self." 

Tom looked annoyed, but made no reply. 

" You know," continued Willy, " even the 
little boy in the tale went to the rescue of his 
cojusin who was under the claws of the bear." 

" Ah ! if Percy were attacked by a bear !" 

" There 's no use in saying that, Tom ; he 
is not likely to be so. We cannot choose our 
opportunities of showipg our courage \ if it is 
in us it will shine out oh any occasion ! I 
don't believe that either you or I said grace, 
because we were afraid of Sir Hugh and his 
son ; and if we had been at home with mamma 
and dear old uncle, we should have been just 
as much afraid to have left off saying it." 

" I wish that you would leave off this non- 
eense. I 'm no coward, whatever you may be ; 
I *m afraid of nothing and nobody !" 

With these words Tom threw himself upon 
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his bed, tired, and, notwithstanding his words, 
not altogether pleased with himself Willy 
knelt down, and after praying for pardon for 
the past, asked for strength to withstand 
temptation more firmly in future, and con- 
cluded with an earnest prayer for his suffering 
aunt, and the anxious ones watching beside 
her. 

The next morning was Sunday, and the 
bright glad sun seemed to welcome the day 
of rest. No one at the breakfast-table of Sir 
Hugh would have guessed that the day was 
holy to the Lord. Merry jests and plans for 
diversion were varied, but with details of bus- 
iness; the only books on the drawing-room 
table were the Sporting Magazine and Thack- 
eray's last novel 

The boys, however, were at length desired 
by Sir Hugh to get ready for church. He was 
too much engaged himself, he said, but he 
liked his pew to be filled in the morning. 

Tom and Willy had been accustomed to a 
quiet walk to the house of God, a time for 
serious thought and preparation for the ser- 
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vice ; but serious thought was now out of the 
question. Ned was full of the description 
of a pony-race, as he walked, swinging his 
cane with an independent air, and now and 
then whistling to his dog. Presently down 
a lane which ran into the road which they 
were pursuing, slowly rolled a little donkey- 
chaise. 

" There's Percy Manners !" exclaimed Tom, 
suddenly. 

" Don't shout out his name in that way," 
said Ned, impatiently, " to make, people think 
that we have any thing to say to a mean de- 
spicable shrimp like that !" 

Poor Percy had caught sight of his former 
companions. A flush of pleasure rose to his 
pale brow, as he gave an eager look of recog- 
nition ; but that flush soon faded away, and 
his smile changed to an expression of deep 
mortification, as he saw those whom he had 
known as equals and friends, pass on without 
noticing the poor lame youth ! 

" This is another bitter drop in my cup/' 
thought he. " They are ashamed to acknow- 
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ledge me now !" He gazed wistfully after the 
three; the next moment one of them sepa- 
rated from the others, and Willy ran back to 
the side of the chaise. 

" Oh ! I am so glad to meet you ; — to see 
the face of an old friend !" exclaimed Percy, 
wringing his hand. 

" I cannot stop now/' said Willy, hurriedly, 
"but—" 

" Oh ! you will come and see me ; — you do 
not know how much I need some one to feel 
for me. Our- house is the first tall one in the 
village on the left hand side, with my uncle's 
name on the brass plate ; — you cannot mistake 
it. Say you will come/' 

"I will, indeed," said Willy* pressing 
the thin hand which still grasped his own. 
" I am two miles nearer you now, quite with- 
in a walk, for I am staying at Anderdon 
Hall ; but it is possible that I may go home 
to-morrow." 

" Oh ! come then to-day, after service. 
It is a good deed to visit the sick, even your 
uncle — " 
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"Hilloa ! Willy !" shouted Ned, looking 
angrily back. ^ 

" You will promise me ?" said Percy, in a 
tone of entreaty. 

" Willy ! what on earth are you stopping 
for?" 

"I will come and see you, Percy, if I 
possibly can/' said Willy, gently disengaging 
his hand. He ran back to his companions 
with a lighter heart ; and when he thought 
on Percy's earnest eyes, and thin features^ 
worn by care and pain, he could well endure 
to meet the frown on the countenance of Ned 
Moncton! 

Two other boys, sons of a neighbor, shared 
their pew in church, which they now entered 
— rough, thoughtless boys, who without one 
feeling of reverence or awe, attended, but did 
not join in the service of the Almighty. The 
Gores were accustomed to repeat in a low tone 
the supplications offered up to God : a glance, 
a whisper, from one of the Murchisons effect- 
ually silenced Tom : he was afraid to appear 
devout where devotion might be a subject for 
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ridicule. Very low was Willy's murmured pray- 
et — the fear of man was still strong upon him, 
he was not constitutionally bold — the soldier 
of Christ was weak, but he struggled to main- 
tain his ground, remembering that awful sen- 
tence spoken by the Saviour, " Whosoever 
shall he ashamed of Me and of My words, 
of him shall the Son of man be ashamed, 
when He shall come in His own glory, 
and in His Father's, and with the holy 
angels" 

The Murchisons returned to luncheon with 
the party, and added not a little to the mer- 
riment and noise. It was no small relief to 
Willy that Sir Hugh was absent, for he dread- 
ed the knight's burst of anger on hearing of 
his young guest's meeting with the nephew of 
the hated .attorney. 

After the meal was concluded, Ned propos- 
ed a game of billiards. 

" Billiards ! oh ! yes, by all means !" said 
the Murchisons. 

Tom's conscience was startled at length. 
He knew so well the opinion of his mother on 
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reverencing the Lord's Day, and her image 
rose so visibly before him, that he resolved, if 
possible, not to break at once her commands 
and those of his Maker. 

" I don't feel inclined to play," said he, as 
Ned turned to ask his assent 

" Not inclined !" cried Ned, impatiently ; 
" no nonsensical scruples, I hope l" 

" I played so much yesterday," replied Tom, 
evading the question. 

" That 's no reason why you should not play 
to-day." 

"But I think I — I should prefer a walk 
over your beautiful grounds," stammered the 
boy. 

" You shall have the walk presently ; play 
first, business afterwards, as my tutor used to 
observe." 

" Here 's Willy all ready for a game." 

" No," said Willy, briefly. 

"What a couple of unsociable young pup- 
pies !" exclaimed Jack Murchison. 

"Now I should just like to know your 
reasons," said Ned, coming close up to the 
10 
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little boy in a bullying manner. " I suppose 
that you will say that you are tired of the 
game, and think a walk in our grounds much 
more charming/' 

" No," again replied Willy, who was flush- 
ing up to the temples. 

" Then why won't you play at billiards ?" 

" My mother would not like it." 

This announcement was received with a 
roar of laughter from the three other boys, 
which made Tom feel uneasy, and Willy's 
cheeks grew hotter and hotter. 

" Oh ! the dear little mannikin ! — him 
would not vex his mammy — him would 
not play with naughty boys !" cried Ned in 
a jeering tone : " but mammy sha' n't know, 
dear ; you 're not just tied by her apron- 
strings, you 're out of reach of a blow from 
her bodkin !" There was another vociferous 
roar. 

" I wonder that you ventured to eat your 
dinner on Sunday/' laughed Ned. 

Poor Willy looked at his brother, but his 
brother did not come to his aid. 
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"Now Willy, I say, you must just put aside 
all this absurd nonsense while you are herd, 
and do at Borne as the Komans do/' said Ned, 
more gravely. " We don't want to hear any 
more of your mother's fancies." 

" But I am sure that my mother is right !" 
exclaimed Willy, with an effort, moving to- 
wards the door to make his escape. 

" You are, are you ? and you are going to 
sneak away, little puling coward." 

Willy turned suddenly round, with his hand 
on the door-handle. " I should be a coward 
if I feared you, but it is not cowardice to fear 
God ;" and with these words he hastily quitted 
the room. 

" Pursue him ! catch him !" cried the Mur- 
chisons. 

" No, let him go ; we are better without 
him," said Ned, sullenly. " The shorter time 
he stays here the better. I 'd send him back 
to his mammy ! Come, Tom, you are a boy 
of a braver spirit, you are not afraid to do 
what you like ; come, and be my partner at 
the billiard-table." 
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In a few minutes Tom was standing with 
the cue in his hand, hitting with unsteady 
aim at the balls, and wishing that he 
had never crossed the threshold of Anderdon 
HaUt 
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£m fff |ain. 

Never, perhaps, in the course of his life, 
had Willy felt happier than when he had 
fairly got bf^ond the lodge-gate, and found 
himself upon the dusty high road. There 
was pleasure in escaping from present annoy- 
ance ; there was pleasure in the thought of a 
quiet interview with a friend ; there was pleas- 
ure in bringing comfort to a sufferer who 
needed it ; and there was pleasure — oh ! what 
pleasure — in the sense of victory over his 
fears 1 He had been helped ; he had not dis- 
graced his Christian profession ; he had acted 
as his mother would have wished him to act : 
and the eye of his King teas upon him ! Even 
the feeling of his own weakness and proneness 
to fall was not sufficient to damp this joy ; he 
10* 
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had found that strength may be given to the 
weak ; that it will be given to those who seek 
it from above J 

Yes, it was with a light step and a bound- 
ing heart that Willy passed on his way. How 
bright and gay the sunshine looked, how green 
and fair the face of nature : the aspect of all 
things around disposed the heart of the young 
boy to hope and gladness. " I shall doubtless 
soon hear from mamma/' thought he, " and 
good tidings, I trust, of my poof dear aunt. 
I shall soon be locked in my mother's arms, 
and only doubly enjoy my home for this dis- 
agreeable beginning to my holidays. I dare- 
say that it is well that I came here ; if we 
never had difficulties to overcome — if we were 
always sailing in smooth water, where would 
be ' the trial to our faith j?' But I shall be 
heartily glad to quit this place, heartily glad 
to see Ivy Lodge, and the face of my own 
dear mother I" 

In a few minutes more Willy was briskly 
pulling the bell-handle which shone below the 
brass-plate on the attorney's door. The sum- 



y Google 



THE FBAB OF PAIN. 115 

mons was quick and loud, but it needed to be 
repeated before it was answered by an old slip- 
shod woman, who, bent with age and infir- 
mities, bore evidence on her wrinkled face that 
they had not tended to sweeten her temper. 

" Is Master Percy at home ?" 

" What ?" said the old woman, putting her 
hand to the back of her ear. 

" Is Master Percy within ?" repeated Willy, 
raising his voice. 

In reply sjie opened the door a little wider, 
and pointed towards a room on the ground- 
floor at the back part of the house. Without 
waiting to be announced, Willy unclosed the 
door, and the next moment was shaking 
Percy's hand. 

" I heard you ring. I thought that it was 
you. I am afraid that you have been kept 
waiting ; but old Deborah is so deaf !" 

"Oh! never mind," said Willy, glancing 
round the low apartment which looked into a 
tanner's yard. 

" A dull prospect ; is it not ?" said Percy, 
with a faint smile, reading the expression of 
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his companion's eye. " I think that there is 
nothing but dull prospects for me !" and he 
looked sadly down at his swathed foot. 

" Oh ! no, you will get all right again/' re- 
plied Willy, cheerfully. 

" Never, never ! Oh ! Willy, you do not 
know what a terrible trial is hanging over me ! 
The surgeon examined this poor foot yester- 
day — he said that the mischief was increasing ; 
that there is but one remedy left, that I must 
submit to amputation." 

"What is that?" inquired Willy, anx- 
iously. 

" That my foot must be cut off t Is it not 
dreadful?" continued Percy, observing Willy's 
look of horror. 

" Most dreadful ! but is it really necessary 
— is there no other way of curing you ?" 

" Alas ! no other way. The surgeon is com- 
ing to-morrow. Oh ! Willy !" exclaimed 
Percy, with a sudden passionate burst of 
grief, " I am so wretched, so wretched — and 
you are the only one to whom I can speak 
freely — who will understand me, feel for me ! 
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My uncle I see little of, and he is so firm him- 
self, he would only despise me if I poured out 
my heart to him and told him that I was 
afraid — but I am afraid, Willy, horribly afraid : 
my whole soul revolts from what is before me. 
I would give worlds to escape it !" and he 
buried his pale face in his hands. 

Willy looked at him with silent sympathy : 
he could only feel for him, he knew not how 
to console. As he was trying to think of 
some words of comfort, Percy raised his head, 
and rapidly proceeded : " My uncle has just 
left me displeased. Oh ! Willy, he is not like 
your dear old uncle ! — displeased because I 
had ventured to church to-day. He said that 
it was absurd and imprudent in a boy who had 
to undergo such an operation to-moirow to 
wear out his strength to-day, and perhaps he 
was right — but, Willy, I could not stay, I 
could not spend the long morning here alone 
in this gloomy room, with nothing to think of 
but the agony before me ! I thought that if 
I were to find comfort anywhere it must be in 
church — and when I saw you and Tom it 
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seemed a little gleam of joy. Oh ! you can 
not think how my heart sank when I fancied 
that you had forgotten me !" 

" It seemed as if the sermon had been made 
expressly for you/' observed Willy. 

" I have been repeating the text over and 
over to myself, ' Wait on the Lord, be of good 
courage; wait, I say, on the Lord!' but Willy, 
I seem to have no strength at all — pain and 
want of sleep have taken it all away. I can 
not endure hardness as a good soldier of 
Jesus Christ'. I am ashamed of my own 
weakness but I can not help it." 

u You must remember your own story of 
Anne Ascue and her tortures. How firmly 
she bore them for the sake of the truth." 

"Ah ! if I were to suffer for the sake of 
the truth." 

" But did not mamma say that a martyr's 
spirit might be shown even under the common 
pains of life ? Grod knows how terrified you 
feel. He sees all your trouble and your fear ; 
and if He see also that you fight with your 
fear, that you call upon Him in the time of 
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trouble, He will be pleased with your submis- 
sion and faith ; as the clergyman said this 
morning, ' we may glorify God in the fires.' " 

Though Percy was several years older than 
Willy, it was a great relief to his weary spirit 
to lean upon the firmer mind of his compan- 
ion. The difference of age was forgotten ; — 
he only saw the Christian comforter and the 
sympathizing friend in the boy; so drawing 
Willy closer to his side, Percy replied in a 
sorrowftil tone without raising his eyes : " I 
feat that I do not glorify God in the fires, and 
that is one of my worst troubles. After all 
that I had heard from dear Uncle Presgrave, 
I seemed to feel some love of what is holy, 
some desire to serve my Lord. But oh ! Willy, 
all good and happy thoughts wither in the 
air of this place ! I have no one to help me 
on the way to heaven, no one who cares 
whether I am in it or not ; I am very, very 
lonely on earth !"— tears rolled fast down his 
cheeks as he spoke. 

" But the Lord loves, and is always watch- 
ing over you." 

Digitized by GoOgle 



120 TRUE HEROISM. 

" Yes/' replied Percy, very gravely, " but 
He must see in me bo much to displease and 
offend Him. Eemember, Willy, that He is a 
just and a terrible Grod I" 

"All of us do wrong often ; but, Percy, I 
should think that few offended so seldom as 
you do." 

" Ah ! you do not know," replied the boy, 
rocking himself backwards and forwards as if 
in pain. " I have plenty of time to look at 
my own heart, as I lie day after day, and 
night after night, with nothing to amuse or 
to distract my attention. All sorts of faults 
rise up to my view — you would not believe 
what I am !" 

Willy only replied by a look of surprise. 

Percy continued to pour out the fulness of 
his burdened heart. "I hardly ever speak 
with a being but my uncle and Deborah ; and 
my conscience is always reproaching me with 
my conduct to them. Towards my uncle I 
am ungrateful, positively ungrateful. I eat 
his bread, I sleep under his roof, and yet I 
can not love him ! Oh ! Willy, there must 
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be something very wrong in this heart of 
mine I" 

Willy knew not what answer to make. 

" Then poor old Deborah, to whom I give 
so much trouble, I am so impatient, so irri- 
table with her ! her infirmities, instead of ex- 
citing my pity, only stir up my temper. "When 
I want for something, and can by no means 
procure it, when I am feverish and thirsty, and 
ring and ring in vain, I quite lose the patience 
and gentleness that I should show, and per- 
haps say words which I so regret afterwards ! 
The very sound of her slow heavy step above 
my head seems sometimes to put me in a 
fever !" 

" That is your illness, dear Percy." 

" Perhaps that maybe some excuse," sighed 
the invalid ; " but, Willy, I could tell you 
worse things than these." 

" No, no," said his companion, " you must 
not excite yourself." 

" But it eases me to speak out what weighs 
on my mind. Such wicked thoughts some- 
times come into my heart, I feel impatient 
11 
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under the trial which the Almighty sends me. 
I rebel against suffering ; I think it hard to 
lie tortured here while other boys are bound- 
ing over the meadows ; — the very sunshine 
streaming into my room raises repining feel- 
ings in my breast ! Willy, is not this very 
sinful ?" 

" It may not be — it is not right/' replied 
the boy, after a little hesitation. 

" But what can I do ?" cried Percy, bitterly. 

" Confess all your sins to the merciful 
Lord, ask Him to forgive you and to help 
your weakness. Do you not remember how 
the poor leper came to our Saviour and knelt 
down and prayed, ' Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou 
canst make me dean!' The Holy One is as 
truly now before you as He was before that 
poor man. He hears your prayer just as He 
heard that of the leper ; and I am sure that 
He is as ready to grant it. The Lord Jesus 
will send no poor humble sinner disappointed 
away !" 

" I cannot come to have my foot healed as 
the lame did then," said Percy, sadly. 
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" No, but you can come to have your heart 
comforted and refreshed. You can be taught 
to think differently of your pain. As I once 
heard Uncle Presgrave say, we should re- 
member what is told us of the multitudes in 
white robes singing before Grod's glorious 
throne. They are those who came out of great 
tribulation; but their tribulation had ended 
in joy. David will not be sorry now that he 
was hunted and pursued, nor Job that he 
suffered so much sorrow and pain. Only try 
to think now as you will think in heaven, and 
you may thank the Lord even for the trials 
that He sends you ! Whom the Lord loveth 
He chasteneth. Oh ! think what it is to be 
loved by the Lord!" 

Percy pressed Willy's hand within both his 
own ; for a short time his heart was too ftdl 
for speaking. " You will pray for me," he 
then murmured ; " pray that I may have 
courage to bear manfully whatever my Lord 
sees fit to inflict, without one impatient word 
or even a thought of repining. Pray that I 
may i glorify Odd in the fires! 9 " 
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Willy nodded assent, but his voice was 
choked. 

" And Willy/' pursued the poor youth, " I 
have another favor to ask, will you grant it ?" 
and he looked earnestly into the face of his 
friend. 

"I do not think that I could refuse 
you any thing, Percy, at such a time as 
this." 

" Will you be with me — to-morrow ? — the 
surgeon comes at two—" 

" Oh ! no !" exclaimed Willy, half rising 
from his chair, and turning pale, " I am 
afraid — I don't think — I 'm sure I could not 
bear—" 

" If you could not bear to look upon it, what 
must it be to suffer it !" 

" Poor Percy ! I would do any thing for 
you !" 

"I shall perhaps have no one beside me 
but the hard rough surgeon and his at- 
tendant—I doubt whether Deborah would 
stay in the room. It is weak and foolish 
and selfish in me, I know, but it would be 
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such a comfort to feel that a friend was near 
me!" 

"I will be with yon, Percy, whatever it 
may cost me, if I am not prevented by news 
from home. And now is there any thing else 
that I can do ?" 

"You can rdad me a chapter from the 
Bible, some chapter of comfort, dear Willy/' 

" I will read you of the sufferings of our 
blessed Lord. Oh, what are our pains com- 
pared to His ! And He can feel for us, 
Percy — what a comfort that is— for He so 
well knows what it is to suffer 1 His soul was 
sorrowful even unto death, yet He said, i iht 
cup that my Father has given me, shall I not 
drink it?'" 

11* 
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$nt iff $Un* 

"With mingled feelings of pleasure and 
pain Willy quitted the house of the attorney. 
He was thankful that he had been enabled to 
strew some flowers in a path hedged up with 
so many thorns ; — the glow of his own warm 
kindly feelings was a source of rich enjoyment ; 
but there was another side to the picture. He 
had promised, if not prevented, to return the 
next day, to be present at an operation from 
the thought of which he recoiled ; he doubted 
his own firmness, his own strength of mind, 
and felt that he should suffer almost as much 
as Percy. 

Then with the sight of the white lodge of 
Anderdon Hall came recollections of no agree- 
able nature. Willy remembered how he had 
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parted from Ned and his companions, and an- 
ticipated an unpleasant meeting. Then per- 
haps the formidable Sir Hugh might question 
him as to where he had been, and he could not 
but offend by his answer. Poor Willy felt as 
he might have done if marching up to a 
battery, and instinctively slackened his pace 
as he approached the house through the 
shrubbery. 

" I seem beset with difficulties wherever I 
turn," thought he, " and there is no one to 
help me out of them, I only hope that the 
storm has blown over with Ned, and that the 
name of poor Percy may never be mentioned, 
I really feel very uneasy about it. Why, 
what a coward I ami" he exclaimed, half 
aloud, "if I am doing what is right, and 
obeying my Heavenly Master, why should I 
fear what man can do or say unto me !" 

There was a sound of loud, angry talking 
in the hall — a bustle, and hum of many 
voices. Willy heard it, and if I must con- 
fess the truth, the uppermost thought in the 
mind of the boy was, "I hope that it is 
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something that will draw off attention from 
me!" 

All the boys and servants were collected in 
the hall, Sir Hugh stood with his back to the 
door, but the movement of his hand and foot 
were expressive of passion, and its effect was 
seen in Hie frightened countenances of the 
domestics. 

" Indeed, sir, indeed, I never saw it in my 
life," whimpered the housemaid, fumbling her 
apron uneasily. 

" Such a thing never happened in the house 
before/' cried Mrs. Simmons, " I never knew 
of such a thing in all my born days !" 

Even the boys looked grave and anxious. 
Willy wondered what could be the matter. 

" I had them, I had them safe yesterday 
before dinner — I could take my affidavit upon 
it !" exclaimed the angry Sir Hugh. " This 
is a matter for. the police— 1 11 not keep a 
pafck of thieves in my house — " 

" Oh ! sir, oh ! your worship— I 'm sure I 
never touched them !" sobbed the housemaid. 

" You know that it 's you, and you only, 
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as cleans oat that room/' said Mrs. Sim- 
mons. 

" But I had not even been in it since the 
morning — Oh ! dear ! Oh ! my poor mother !" 
and the girl wept aloud. 

" I '11 examine every box in the house, not 
a trunk or a parcel shall be unsearched," cried 
Sir Hugh. " 1 11 have the constables in at 
once, and the offender shall be punished with 
all the rigor of the law, should he die in jail," 
added the knight with an oath, as he glanced 
fiercely round upon the household. 

" What has happened ?" whispered Willy 
softly to his brother. 

" Sir Hugh has lost two ten-pound bank- 
notes/' 

" That is a great loss indeed," said Willy, 
to whom such a sum appeared a fortune. 

" I '11 come to the truth, depend upon it," 
cried Sir Hugh, " and the thief shall rue the 
day that he touched my property ! — I received 
the notes but yesterday, in a registered letter ; 
I laid them on the table in their own green 
envelope — " 
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Tom and Willy started as if they had been 
shot. 

" That envelope and its contents must be 
found, and shall be found ! The thief shall 
be punished, though I should turn every ser- 
vant out of doors !" 

Willy trembled and became quite cold with 
the inward struggle between conscience and 
fear. Was he to turn that fiery gaze on him- 
self, to draw down on his own head that tor- 
rent of passion ! Fora moment he lingered 
irresolute from the fear of man that bringeth 
a snare; then the fear of God triumphed. 

" Sir/' said he with a nervous voice, com- 
ing one step forward, " I think that I know 
what has become of the bank-notes." 

" You do, do you ?" exclaimed Sir Hugh, 
turning suddenly round, while all present be- 
came silent as death, and every eye was fixed 
upon Willy ; " and what has become of them 
pray ?" 

" I burnt them, by accident, making a fire." 

" Burnt them !" shouted the knight, in a 
voice that made the roof ring again; then 
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striding fiercely up to the trembling boy, he 
repeated, " Burnt them ! I '11 teach you — " 

u How the generous forgive," said a voice 
which made even Sir Hugh pause and look 
round, and his fierce angry eye fell beneath 
the gaze of a mild, gray-haired old man ! 

" Oh ! Uncle Presgrave !" exclaimed Willy, 
springing to his side. 

The knight felt ashamed of the passion 
which he had shown towards a young guest, 
beneath his own roof. He was annoyed to 
think that Mr. Presgrave, while approaching 
the open door, must have heard all that passed 
between him and the boy ; with a much al- 
tered tone, yet one not altogether free from 
traces of anger, he said, " Why, sir, this boy 
of yours has been confessing that he made a 
bonfire of two of my ten-pound notes I" 

" He has kept what is better than gold," 
replied Mr. Presgrave, laying his hand on the 
shoulder of his nephew ; " the bank-notes shall 
be replaced." 

" Oh ! it is not the paltry money !" cried 
the knight, impatiently ; " I would not take 
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it — it is not worth a thought ! What are you 
all standing here for !" he exclaimed, angrily 
addressing the servants, who instantly retired, 
too glad to escape from his presence. 

" Is ray aunt better ?" whispered Willy to 
his uncle. 

" Ah ! how is your good lady ?" exclaimed 
Sir Hugh, glad of any change of conversation. 
" I hope that your coming here is a good sign 
of her improvement. Has her fever turned 
out to be typhus ?" 

" No, thanks be to God, it is not typhus 
fever ; I trust that the crisis is past, that all 
danger is over ; and as there now is no risk 
in the boys coming home, I shall relieve you 
from the trouble which you kindly undertook, 
and— " • 

"You will not take them back this even- 
ing ?" cried Sir Hugh. 

Mr. Presgrave glanced at the boys, and that 
glance was enough. " Their mother is long- 
ing to see them," he replied ; " they had bet- 
ter, I think, walk back with me now ; I will 
send for their boxes to-morrow." 
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Sir Hugh soon yielded a not very reluctant 
consent, and the old gentleman bade him cour- 
teously adieu. The boys shook hands with 
the knight and his son, but few words passed 
between them, and, with a feeling of unutter- 
able relief, the young Gores found themselves 
on the outside of Anderdon Hall. 

" Not one hour longer than necessary could 
I have left them in that furnace/' thought 
their uncle to himself, as they passed through 
the shrubbery ; but not a word was uttered 
until they were beyond the white lodge. 

Poor Tom walked on with a heavy heart, 
which not even the thought of home could 
cheer. He felt himself lowered in the eyes 
of his brother, and sunk — oh ! how much sunk 
— in his own ! In the hour of trial he had 
fallen away ; he had not kept his post as a 
Christian soldier ; he had suffered one younger, 
and not more implicated than himself, to stand 
forth alone to confess the truth, and never 
again could he utter the vain boast — " I am 
afraid of nothing and of nobody." 

Mrs. Gore welcomed her sons with joy to 
12 
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their home ; but she was soon struck by the 
expression of thought and care on the coun- 
tenances of both, deepening into dejection on 
that of poor Tom. Willy's gravity was soon 
accounted for, but why was his brother so sad ? 

There was a weight on the poor boy's con- 
science, and he needed the relief of confession. 
He had not dared to tell the angry knight 
what was the truth, that he himself had placed 
the envelope in the hand of Willy, and, with- 
out examination, assured him that it was 
empty ; but in the quiet of night, when his 
mother visited his room, and sat beside his 
bed, Tom felt that he could and must tell 
all. There were still more painful confessions 
to make ; he had to own how, when absent 
from his mother, he had broken her com- 
mands, had borne to hear her principles called 
fancies, and Willy's filial love ridiculed and 
mocked — it was painful to confess, and pain- 
ful to hear, but Tom felt happier when he had 
told all 

" And now, mother," he concluded, " can 
you forgive me ?" 
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"It is not my forgiveness alone that is 
needed, my child ; it is less against your 
mother than against heaven that you have 
offended. What caused you to break the Fifth 
Commandment — to neglect your friend, to 
forsake your brother, to profane the holy day 
of the Lord ? Not want of affection, of that 
I am sure — not want of reverence for the things 
of God — but the fear of man that bringeth a 
snare, overcoming the fear of the Lord. And 
why did your courage fail in the trial ? Be- 
cause, my son, your faith was weak; you 
went confiding in your own feeble strength, 
and when the waves of temptation arose, 
immediately you began to sink. The 
Saviour's words might have been spoken to 
you — € Why are ye fearful, ye of little 
faith V" 

" And now, what can I do ?" sighed the 
boy. 

"Ask for strength and it shall be given 
you ; seek for pardon, it shall be found ; 
keep a strict watch over your heart and your 
actions, my son ; and when, like St. Peter, 
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you have fallen through/ear, repent truly like 
him, and like him you may receive grace to 
fight manfully under Christ's banner in the 
future !" 
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Aptee a night of broken, uneasy sleep, 
poor Percy awoke at daybreak with a terrible 
consciousness that something dreadful was 
about to happen. The curtains of his window 
had been left unclosed, and the light had 
doubtlessly awoke him. His first feeling was 
one of anger and impatience at the carelessness 
of Deborah, which had thus shortened his only 
time of forgetfulness ; but Percy repressed 
the angry emotion, and, raising himself a 
little on his bed, gazed forth on the scene be- 
fore him. 

It was not on the tanner's yard that he 

looked, though he knew that it lay beneath. 

The height of this room raised him above the 

sights and the sounds that annoyed him be- 

12* _ 
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low. A wide, beautiful prospect lay before 
him ; green meadows, surrounded by hedge- 
rows, where cattle quietly pastured ; fields of 
corn gently bending to the breeze of morn, 
and lovely wooded hills in the distance, yet 
lovelier from the white mist resting above 
them. The blue sky was dotted with rosy 
clouds, golden streaks illumined the east, 
where bright widening rays streamed up the 
sky, harbingers of the sun about to rise. 
Nature preached her sweet lesson to the heart 
of Percy. 

" Oh ! Faith should raise my soul," thought 
he, " above the sorrows and fears of this pass- 
ing life ! How fair a prospect lies before me, 
weak and unworthy as I am ! The trials of 
earth will soon be exchanged for the endless 
glories of heaven ; — the Word of Truth, like 
those rays in the east, tells of the coming of 
the Sun of Bighteousness, the Saviour whom, 
not seeing, yet I love ! Lord ! strengthen, 
comfort, bless thy child — I would lie still 
in Thy merciful hands— do unto me even 
as Thou wilt I" The heavy eyed of the suf- 
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ferer closed, and gentle sleep came to him 
again. 

It was not a sleep undisturbed by dreams ; 
pain and fear seemed to haunt him still ! He 
dreamed -that, like Anne Ascue, he was 
stretched upon the rack, called to glorify God 
in the fires 1 Familiar objects mixed strangely 
in the scene — in the stern executioner he re- 
cognized his surgeon, even the rack took the 
shape of the low couch on which he had suf- 
fered so long. " Confess, retract !" rung in 
his ears, a feeling of terror oppressed his spirit, 
he struggled, he cried out in an agony of fear ; 
— when suddenly a light seemed to stream 
upon him from above — he raised his eyes and 
beheld a bright angel-form, with white glit- 
tering wings folded behind him ; a wreath of 
many-colored beams encircled his brow, shed- 
ding additional lustre oji the heavenly coun- 
tenance, radiant with the glories of immortal- 
ity ! The deep calm gaze of those eyes that 
had never been dimmed by mortal sorrow or 
fear, infused secret rapture and strength in 
the soul; with one hand the angel held 
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forth a palm, with the other he pointed up- 
wards to the skies ! Percy awoke from that 
strange dream, praise on his lips and peace in 
his heart. 

Percy's uncle came to see him before leav- 
ing the house, and was struck by finding his 
nephew less depressed than usual. " Percy, 
you are bearing up bravely/' said he, in a 
kinder manner than was usual with him ; " I 
shall make a point of being back before two ; 
— keep a good heart, my boy !" A warmer 
glow of gratitude than he had ever felt before 
towards his uncle arose in the bosom of Percy. 
Deborah seemed to lay the table for breakfast 
with a more kindly air, and brought him the 
foot-rest without being asked. Even these 
trifles gave a feeling of solace to the sufferer ; 
for the love of Qod shed abroad in our hearts 
sweeteas all our relations with our fellow- 
creatures. 

Hour passed after hour in that quiet house ; 
and though tried by a feeling of sickening ex- 
pectation, and rehearsing a hundred times in 
his mind the terrible scene of the operation — 
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with his Bible in his hand, Percy was not 
wretched. His uncle returned earlier than 
he expected ; and long before two o'clock had 
struck, Willy Gore entered the room. Nor 
did he enter alone : with his mild blue eye 
and his silvery hair, Uncle Presgrave was close 
behind him, 

"How kind, how very kind you are, to 
gather round me thus !" cried Percy. " One 
never feels the value of friends so much as in 
times of sickness and trial !" 

" That, like every other blessing, is from 
above," said Mr. Presgrave, seating himself by 
the couch of Percy. "I did not know that 
you were such a sufferer; and sickness at 
home and my own infirmities have long pre- 
vented me from paying distant visits, or I 
should not have allowed so much time to 
pass without coming to see my young 
friend." 

In quiet converse the time rolled on ; a 
stranger would not have guessed that a trial 
so severe was impending over one of the party. 
Percy, indeed, turned pale when the clock 
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struck two, and often uneasily glanced at the 
door ; from his room being situated at the 
back of the house, he could not hear the sur- 
geon's carriage arrive. Conversation became 
difficult and forced, Willy constantly caught 
himself watching the clock, and the long black 
hand stole from number to number, till a 
single stroke told the half-hour. 

" I wonder," said Mr. Manners, with a some- 
what indignant air, " that Dr. Graves keeps 
the poor boy waiting so long. The expecta- 
tion is worse than the thing itself." 

At this moment the sound of a loud ring 
was heard ; and as Deborah was waiting in 
the hall, it was instantly succeeded by that of 
a quick, firm step, and the door of the sitting- 
room was thrown open. 

Percy turned very cold, but had hardly 
time to lift up his heart in the brief prayer, 
" Lord ! help me !" when he heard his uncle 
exclaim, " Why, it is not Dr. Graves, after 
all !" 

The respite brought the blood again to the 
boy's cheek, and Willy felt relief almost equal 
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to his own. " It is our good Dr. Pjince," he 
whispered to Percy, " who is now attending 
my aunt/' 

" I regret the occasion of my coming here/' 
said the doctor, after bowing to the two gentle- 
men, " but I received a letter not an hour 
ago, informing me of the sudden illness of Dr. 
Graves, which renders it quite impossible for 
him to keep his appointment here, and has in- 
duced him/' here the medical man handed a 
letter to the attorney, " to request me to call 
and see his patient I" 

Mr. Manners looked annoyed, and a little 
perplexed. " Dr. Graves was to have per- 
formed a serious operation, and I am afraid of 
the effects of delay." 

"Would it not be well/* suggested Mr. 
Presgrave, " for Dr. Prince, of whose skill I 
have long had reason to entertain the highest 
opinion, to look at the foot of my young 
friend?" 

" Certainly, there cannot be the slightest 
objection to that/' replied Mr. Manners ; so 
poor Percy's bandages were carefully re* 
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moved, and the doctor examined the in- 
jured place, asking various questions as he 
did so. 

"Did Dr. Graves consider amputation 
necessary here ?" said he at last, in a tone 
which made hope suddenly spring up in Percy's 
heart. 

" Indispensable," Mr. Manners briefly re- 
plied. 

" I sfcomld wait a little longer myself/' ob- 
served the doctor, " try stronger nourishment, 
and a little change of air ; — this house lies 
low/' he added, glancing at the tanner's yard ; 
" I think that time and care might work won- 
dtrs for him. I have known worse cases than 
this where the cure was complete." 

Percy could not speak — Willy was breath- 
less with delight — both looked at the attorney, 
and their hearts beat fast. 

" If such is your decided opinion/' replied 
Mr. Manners, " why, let no step be taken at 
present." 

"And might I suggest," said Mr. Pres- 
grave, with benevolent eagerness, " that if 
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change of air be recommended for Percy, most 
welcome would he be to Ivy Lodge ? I know 
that I speak the sentiments of my niece ; in- 
deed, it was but this morning that she ex- 
pressed a wish to have him with her. I need 
not say we would watch over him as though 
he were our own." 

Willy clapped his hands with delight at the 
idea. 

" Would such an arrangement be advisable, 
Dr. Prince ?" said the attorney. " I must 
place him in your hands." 

" Nothing could be better," the doctor re- 
plied ; " I could attend him at the Lodge 
with far greater convenience, and the air there 
is peculiarly favorable to his recovery. My 
carriage is waiting at the door — should you 
wish it I would carry him there at once. It is 
all in my way." 

Percy had borne up firmly under fear and 
pain, but this joy was too much for him to 
bear. Tears, which would not be resrtained, 
overflowed his eyes, and while arrangements 
were made, he poured out thanksgivings to 
J3 
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his God from the very depths of his souL 
" The Lord is my strength and my shield ; my 
heart trusted in Eim y and I am helped : there- 
fare my heart greatly rq/oiceth ; and with my 
song will I praise Him!" 

Once again I will pass over an interval of 
some months, and my reader and I find our- 
selves once more at Ivy Lodge. A white 
mantle of snow is over the ground, the air is 
sharp and keen, and the trees wave their 
bare branches in the cold blast But from 
the house comes the sound of merry voices 
aud of laughter and the red light from the 
windows tells of the warm cheering blaze 
within ! We may enter without knocking, 
and fii^d ourselves unseen spectators of a 
Christinas feast. 

There sits Mrs. Gore at the head of her long 
table, ber gentle features lighted up with a 
mother's joy, as she looks down on the lines of 
young blight faces. 

All appears cheerful, contented, and happy, 
even sickly Mrs. Presgrave wears a Christmas 
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smile ; but amongst those present none bad a 
lighter, a more joyous heart than Percy, who, 
his crutches now laid for ever aside, feels more 
deeply the blessing of health than those who 
have never known its loss ! 

And now there is a general hush in the 
conversation ; the merry faces assume a grave 
expression, as Mr. Presgrave rises to return 
thanks. He pauses a moment to look around 
on the dear circle before him ; his eye is moist 
with feeling, and deep and earnest is the tone 
of his voice as he utters the words of mingled 
praise and prayer, "For these, and all Thy 
other mercies, Lord, make us truly thank- 
full Amen!" 



THE END. 
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DAVID'S realms, in meter. Large type. 12ma Embossed. . 75 

Da do. do. giltedges 100 

Do. do. da Turkey morooeo. .... 2 00 

Da 18ma Good type. Plain sheep 89 

Da 48ma Very neat pocket edition. Sheep 20 

Do. u u u morocca... 25 

Da a « a giltedges.. 81 

Da u u u. tack8 w 

Da with Brown's Notes. 18mo 50 

Da a u a morocco, giit 1 25 

DAVIES' Sermons. 8vols. 12mo.. 2 00 

DICK'S (John, D.D.) Lectures on Theology. 2 vols, in 1. Cloth 2 50 

Do. do. da Sheep, $3. 2 vols. Cloth... 8 00 

Lectures on Acta. 8vo 150 

DICKINSON'S (Key. R. W.) Scenes from Sacred History 1 00 

Responses from Sacred Oracles. 1 00 

DILL'S Ireland's Miseries, their Cause and Cure. 73 

DODDRIDGE'S Rise and Progress. 18ma 40 

Life of Colonel Gardiner. 18mo 30 

DRUMMOND'S (Mrs.) Emily Vernon. A Tale. 16mo. T5 

(Rev. D. T. K.) on the Parables. 8vo 

DUNCAN'S (Rev. Dr.) Sacred Philosophy of the Seasons. 2 vols. 2 50 

Life, by his Son. With portrait 12mo 75 

Tales of the Scottish Peasantry. ISma Illustrated 5 J 

Cottage Fireside. ISmo. Illustrated 40 

(Mrs.) Life of Mary Lundie Dunean. 16mo 75 

Life of George A. Lundie. ISmo 50 

Memoir of George B. Phillips. ISmo. 25 

Children of the Manse. 50 

America as I Found It 1 00 

(Mary Lundie) Rhymes for my Children. Illustrated. ... 25 

EDWARD'S (Jonathan, D.D.) Charity and its Fruits. ISmo.. . 50 

ENGLISH Pulpit (The). 8vo 150 

ERSKINITS Gospel Sonnets. 18ma Portrait 50 

EVENING Hours with my Children. Colored, $1 75. Plain. . 1 25 

EVIDENCES of Christianity— University of Virginia. 8vo.. . . 2 50 
FAMILY Worship. 8va Morocca $5. Half calf, $4. Cloth 8 CO 

FANNY and her Mamma. Square 50 

FISK'S Memorial of the Holy Land, with steel plates 1 00 

Orphan Tale 25 

FLEETWOOD'S History of the Bible. Illustrated. 2 00 

FLORENCE Egerton; or, Sunshine and Shadow. Illustrated. 75 

FOLLOW Jesus. By the author of tt Come to Jesus" 25 

FORD'S Decapolis. 18mo SB 
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FOSTER'S Essays on Decision of Character, Ac 12mo. 75 

FOSTER'S Essays on the Evils of Popular Ignorance. 12mo. . . 75 

FOX'S Acts and Monuments. Complete. Illustrated 4 00 

FRANK Harrison. 80 

FRANK Netherton; or, the Talisman. lSrac 40 

FRITZ Harold; or, the Temptation. 16mo. 60 

FRY (Caroline) The Listener. Illustrated edition. 16mo 1 00 

Christ our Law. 16mo 60 

— Christ our Example and Autobiography. 16mo 75 

— Sabbath Musings. 18mo. 40 

Scripture Reader's Guide. 18mo. 80 

GELD ARTS May Dundas. ATale. ISmo 60 

GILFILLA2TS Martyrs, Heroes and Bards of Covenant 16mo. 60 

GOODE'S Better Covenant 60 

GOODRICH'S geography of the Bible 

GRAY'S Poems. Illust Mor. $2 50. Gilt extra $1 50. Plain 1 00 

HALDANE'S (Robert) Exposition of Romans. 8va. 2 50 

(Robert and James A.) Lives. 8vo.... 2 00 

HAMILTON'S (Rev. James, D.D.) Life in Earnest 18mo. 80 

Mount of Olives. 18mo. 80 

narp on Willows. ISmo 80 

Thankfulness, and other Essays. 18mo •. 80 

LifeofHalL 82mo, gilt 80 

Lamp and Lantern. ISmo. 40 

Happy Home. ISmo 50 

Life of Lady Colquhoun. 16mo. 75 

Life of Richard Williams. 16mo 75 

Royal Preacher. 16mo 85 

HAWKER'S Poor Man's Morning Portion. 12mo 60 

Do do. Evening Portion. 12mo. 60 

Zion's Pilgrim. l«mo 80 

HENRY'S Commentary. 5 vols. Quarto. Fine edition 

— Miscellaneous Works. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 4 00 

Method for Prayor. 18mo. 40 

Communicant's Companion. 18mo. 40 

Daily Communion with God. ISmo. 80 

Pleasantness ofa Religious life. 24mo,gilt.. 80 

HENRY (Philip) Life of. 18mo 50 

HERVF/TS Meditations. 18mo 40 

HETHERINGTOirS History of the Church of Scotland. 8vo. . 1 50 

— History of Westminster Assembly. 12mo 75 

Minister's Family. ATale 75 

HEWITSON, Memoir of the Rev. W. H. Hewifron. 12mo... . 85 

HILL'S (George) Lectures on Divinity. 8vc 2 00 

HISTORIC Doubts. 60 



y Google 



carters' publications. 



HISTORY of the Puritans and Pilgrim Fathers. 12mo 1 00 

HISTORY of the Reformation in Europe. ISmo 40 

HOOKER (Rev. H.X The Uses of Adversity. 18mo 80 

Philosophy of Unbelief 12uio 75 

HORNE'S Introduction. 2 vols. Royal Svo. Half cloth 8 50 

Da 1 vol, sheep, $4, 2 vols M sheep, $5. 2 vols., cloth. 4 00 

HORNFS (Bishop) Commentary on the Book of Psalms. 8va 1 50 

HOWARD (John) ; or, the Prison World of Europe. 16mo 75 

HOWELL'S Life— Perfect Peace. 18ino [ 80 

HOWE'S Redeemer's Tears. ISmo *~. 50 

HOWIE'S Scots Worthies. 8vo. 150 

HUSS (John) Life o£ Translated from the German 25 

INFANT'S Progress. ISmo. Illustrated. 50 

JACOBUS on Matthew. With a Harmony. Illustrated 75 

■ on Mark and Luke 75 

— — on John and Acts (preparing) 75 

— • — Catechetical Questions on each voL Per dozen 1 50 

JAMES 1 Anxious Inquirer. ISmo 30 

Christian Progress. ISmo 80 

True Christian. ISmo. 80 

"Widow Directed. 18ino 80 

— Young Man from Home. ISmo 80 

Christian Professor. lCmo 75 

Christian Duty. lGmo 75 

Christian Father's Preseut 16mo 75 

— — Course of Faith. 16mo 75 

Young Woman's Friend. 16ma 75 

Young Man's Friend. lCmo 75 

JAMIE Gordon ; or, the Orphan. Illustrated. ISmo 50 

JANEW AYS Heaven upon Earth. ISmo 50 

Token for Children. ISmo 50 

JAY'S Morning and Evening Exercises. Large type. 4 vols.. 4 00 

Do. da Cheap edition. 2 vols 1 50 

— Autobiography and Reminiscences. 2 vols. 12mo 2 50 

—— Female Scripture Characters. 12mo ' 1 00 

Christian Contemplated. ISmo 40 

JEANIE Morrison ; or, the Discipline of Life. 16mo. 75 

By ike same Author. 

A New Volume, uniform with the above 75 

THE Pastor's Family. 18ma 25 

JOHNSON'S Rasselas. Elegant edition. 16mo 50 

KENNEDYS (Grace) Profession is not Principla 18mo 80 

— Father Clem^t ISmo 80 

Anna Ross. 18mo. Illustrated 80 

— Philip Cohille. A Covenanter's atory. M 
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KENNEDY'S Decision. 18mo M 25 

Jessy Allan, tho Lame GirL 18mo 25 

KEY to the Shorter Catechism. 18mo 20 

KING'S (Rev. David, L.L.D.) Geology and Religion. 16mo.. . . 75 

on the Eldership 50 

KITTO'S Daily Bible Illustrations. 8 vols. 12mo 8 00 

Lost Senses 1 oo 

KRUMMACHERS Martyr Lamb. 18mo 40 

Elijah tho Tishbite. ISmo. 40 

Last Days of Elisha. 18mo 50 

LAW and Testimony. By Miss Warner. 8vo 8 00 

LEYBURN'S Soldier of the Cross. 12mo 100 

LIFE in New York. ISmo 40 

LIFE of a Vagrant Written by himself. 18mo 85 

LIGHTED Valley ; or, Ihe Memoir of Miss Bolton 75 

LITTLE Annie's First Book. Square 05 

Annie's Second do. Square 40 

LITTLE Lessons for Little Learners. Square 50 

LIVING to Christ 40 

LUTHER'8 Commentary on tho Galatlans. 8vo. 1 50 

MACKAY, Tho Wycllffites 75 

Family at Heatherdalo. 18mo 50 

MAMMA'S Bible Stories. 50 

Do. do. Sequel... 50 

MARSHALL on Sanctlflcation. ISmo. 50 

MARTYRS and Covenanters of Scotland. 18mo._ 40 

McCHEYNE'S (Rev. Robert Murray) Works. 2 vols. 8vo... . 8 00 
Life, Lectures and Letters. Separate 1 50 

Sermons. Separate. 2 00 

McCLELLAND (Prof. Alex.) on the Canon and Interpretation. 75 

McCOSH on the Divine Government, Physical and Moral 2 00 

McCRINDELL, Tho Convent A Narrative. 18mo~ 50 

The School Girl in France. 16mo. 50 

McFARLANE, The Mountains of the Bible. Illustrated. 75 

McGHEE'8 (Rev. R. J.) Lectures on the Ephesians. 6vo 2 00 

McILVAINE'S Truth and Life. A Series of Discourses. 2 00 

MEIKLE'S Solitude Sweetened. 12mo 60 

MENTEATH, Lays of the Kirk and Covenant Ulust 16mo.. 75 

MICHAEL Kemp, The Happy Farmer's Lad. 18mo 40 

MILLER (Hugh), The Geology of the Bass Rock. Illustrated.. 75 

MISSIONARY of Kllmany. 40 

MISSIONS, The Origin and History of. 25 steel plates. 4to... . 8 50 

MOFF ATS Southern Africa. 12mo. 75 

MONODY Lucflla; or, the Reading of the Bible. 18mo 40 

MOORE (Ber. T. V.) Com. <p Haggai, Zechariah and Malachi. 
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MORE'S (Hannah) Private Devotion. 18ino. 30 

Do. da do. 82mo. 20 cents. Gilt... 80 

MORELL'S History of Modern Philosophy. 8vo 8 00 

MORNING of Life. 18ino 40 

MORNING and Night Watches. 60 

By the sam« Author : — 

FOOTSTEPS of St. Paul 12ino. Illustrated 1 00 

FAMILY Prayers. 12mo. 75 

WOOD-CUTTEE of Lebanon, and Exiles of Lucerna .... 60 

THE Great Journey. Illustrated 5) 

THE Words of Jesus 4) 

THE Mind of Jesus 40 

MY School-Boy Days. 18mo. Illustrated 83 

MY Youthful Companions. 18mo Illustrated Si 

The above two in one volume 50 

NEW Cobwebs to Catch Little Flies 60 

NEWTON'S (Eev. John) Works. 2 vols, in 1. Portrait 2 00 

NOEL'S Infent Piety. ISmo 25 

OBERLIN (John Frederick) Memoirs of 40 

OLD White Meeting-IIousc. ISmo 40 

OLD Humphrey's Observations — Addresses — Thoughts for 
Thoughtful—Walks in London— Homely Hints— Country 
Strolls— Old Sea Captain— Grand parents— Isle of Wight- 
Pithy Papers— Pleasant Tales— North American Indians. 

12vols. 18mo. Each 40 

©PIE on Lying. New edition. 18mo. Illustrated. 40 

OSBORNE (Mrs.) The World of Waters. Hlustrated. 18mo... 80 

OWEN on Spiritual Mindedness. 12mo 60 

PALEY^ Evidences. Edited by Prof. Nairne 1 25 

Horas Paulina?. 8vo T5 

PASCAL (Jaqueline) ; or, Convent Life in Port Royal. 12mo. . 1 00 

Provincial Letters. 100 

PASTOR'S Daughter. By Louisa Payson Hopkins 40 

PATTERSON on the Assembly's Shorter Catechism 80 

PEARSON on Infidelity. Fine edition. 8vo.|2. Cheap ed... 60 

PEEP of Day. *0 

By the tarns Author .•— 

LINE upon Line 80 

PRECEPT on Precept 80 . 

NEAR Home 80 

FAR On* 60 

BCRIPTTJRE Facts 60 

PHILIPS Devotional Guides. 2 vols. 160 

■ Young Man's Closet Library .'. T5 
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PHILIPS Mary's, Martha's, Lydia's and Hannah's Lots of the 

Spirit Each 40 

PIKE'S True Happiness. 18mo 80 

Divine Origin of Christianity. 80 

POLLOK8 Coarse of Time. Elegant edition. 16mo. Portrait 1 00 

Da 18mo. Small copy. Close type 40 

Life, Letters and Remains. By the Rev. J. Scott, D.D... 1 00 

Tales of the Scottish Covenanters. Illustrated 50 

Helen of the Glen. 18mo. Illustrated. 25 

Persecuted Family «• « 25 

Ralph Germnell *• ** 25 

POOL'S Annotations. 8 vote. 8vo. Half calf; $12. Cloth.... 10 00 

PRATERS of St Paul 16mo 75 

QUARLE'S Emblems. Illustrated. 100 

RETROSPECT (The). ByAliquia. 18mo. 40 

RICHMOND'S Domestic Portraiture. Illustrated. 16mo 75 

Annals of the Poor. 18mo... 40 

RIDGELY*S Body of Divinity. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 4 00 

ROGER Miller ; or, Heroism in Humble Life. 18mo 80 

ROGER'S Jacob's WelL ISmo 40 

Folded Lamb. 18mo , 40 

ROMAINE on Faith. 12mo 60 

Letters. 12rao 60 

RUTHERFORD'S Letters. With Life by Boner. ... 1 50 

RYLE'S Living or Dead. A Series of Home Truths. 75 

Wheat or ChaflT. 75 

Startling Questions 75 

Rich and Poor 75 

Priest, Puritan and Preacher. 75 

SAPHIR (Philip) Life of. 80 

SCHMTD'S Hundred Short Tales 50 

SCOTIA'S Bards. A Collection of the Scottish Poets 2 GO 

SCOTTS Daniel A Model for Young Men 160 

(Thos.) Force of Truth. 18mo. 25 

SELECT Works of James Venn, Wilson, Philip and Jay. 1 50 

Christian Authors. 2vols. 8vo 2 00 

SELF Explanatory Bible. Half calf; $4 50. Morocco 6 00 

SERLE'S Christian Remembrancer. 50 

SHERWOOD'S Clever Stories. Square. 50 

Jack the Sailor Boy 25 

Duty is Safety. 25 

Think before you Act 25 

SINNER'S Friend. 18mo 25 

SIGOURNErS (Mrs. L. H.) Water Drops. Dlust 16mo 75 

Letters to my Pupils. With portrait 16mo 75 
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SIGOURNEVS Memoir of Mrs. L.H. Cook. 15 

Olive Leaves 60 

Faded Hope. 60 

Boy'sBook. 18mo 40 

Girl's Book- 18mo , 40 

Child's Book. Square. 85 

SINCLAIR'S Modern Accomplishments 75 

Modern Society T5 

Hill and Valley 73 

Holyday House. 60 

Charlie Seymour 80 

SMITH'S (Bey. James) Green Pastures for the Lord's Flock. . . 1 00 

SMYTH'S Bereaved Parents Consoled. 12mo 75 

SONGS in the House of my Pilgrimage. 16mo. 75 

SORROWING yet Rejoicing 80 

STEVENSON'8 Christ on tbeCross. 12mo. 75 

Lord our Shepherd. l2mo 60 

Gratitude. l«mo 75 

STORIES on the Lord's Prayer 80 

STUCKLETTS Gospel Glass 75 

SUMNER'S Exposition of Matthew and Mark. 12mo 75 

SYMINGTON on Atonement. 12mo 75 

TALES from English History. Illustrated. 75 

TAYLOR'S (Jane) nymns for Infant Minds. Square. Must.. 40 

Rhymes for the Nursey. Square. Illustrated 50 

Limed Twigs to Catch Young Birds. Square. DJust. . 60 

Life and Correspondence. 18mo 40 

Display. A Tale. 18mo 80 

Original Poems and Poetical Remains. Illustrated 40 

(Isaac) Loyola ; or, Jesuitism in its Rudiments. 1 00 

Natural History of Enthusiasm. 75 

(Jeremy) Sermons. Complete in 1 vol 8vo 160 

TENNENTS Life 25 

THEOLOGICAL Sketch Book. 2vols 8 00 

THREE Months under the Snow. 18mo„ 80 

THORNWELUS Discourses on Truth 100 

TUCKER, The Rainhow in the North. 18mo 50 

Abbeoknta or, Sunrise in the Tropics. 18mo 60 

The Southern Cross and the Southern Crown 75 

TURNBULLS Genius of Scotland. Illustrated. 16mo 100 

— — - Pulpit Orators of France and Switzerland. 1 00 

TYNG'S Lectures on the Law and Gospel." With portrait 1 50 

Qfcrist is AIL 8vo. With portrait 1 50 

Israel of God. 8vo. Enlarged edition 151) 

Rich Kinsman 1 00 
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TYNG*8 Recollections of England. 12mo. 100 

Christian Titles 75 

A Lamb from the Flock. 18mo. 25 

VARA; or, the Child of Adoption 100 

VEBY little Tales, First and Second Series. 2 vols. 75 

WARDLAW on Miracles. 75 

WATERBURY'S Book of the Sabbath. 18mo 40* 

WATSON'S Body of Divinity. Sxo. 2 00 

WATTS* Divine Songs. Illustrated. Square 40 

WEEK(Tbe). Illustrated. 16mo 50 

WHATELVS Kingdom of Christ and Errors ot Romanism. ... 75 

WHITECROSS' Anecdotes on Assembly's Catechism 80 

WHITE'S (Ilugh) Meditations on Prayer. 18mo. 40 

Believer. A Series of Discourses. 18mo 40 

Practical Reflections on the Second Advent 18mo 40 

(Henry Kirke) Complete Works. Life by Southey. 1 00 

WILBERFORCFS (Wm.) Practical View. Large type. 12mo. 1 00 

life. By Mary A Collier 75 

WILLI80N*S Sacramental Meditations and Advices. 18mo-.. 50 

WILSON'S Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life. 16mo. IllusL 75 

WINSLOW on Personal Declension and Revival 60 

Midnight Harmonies 60 

WOODROOFFFS Shades of Character. 1 60 

WYLIE'S Journey over the Region of Fulfilled Prophecy 80 

YOUNG'S Night Thoughts. 16mo. Large type, with portrait 1 00 

Do u " Extra gilt, $1 50. Mar. $2. 18mo. 40 



BOOKS NOT STEREOTYPED. 

BICKERSTETH'S Works. 16 vols. 16mo. 10 00 

— — — On John and Jude. 60 

BINNEVS Make the Best of Both Worlds GO 

BRIDGES' Manual for the Young 60 

BUXTON (Sir T.F.X A Study for Young Men. 50 

CHART of Sacred History. Folio 150 

DA COSTA'S Israel and the Gentiles. lCmo 125 

Four Witnesses 2 00 

EADLE on Colossians 

— onEphesians 8 00 

FLETCHER'S Addresses to the Young 60 

HALL'S Forum and the Vatican 1 00 

HEWTTSOirS Remains, 2 vols. 2 00 
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HOWELL'S Remain* 75 

IX)NDON Lectures to Young Men, 1858-4. 100 

tt « u J854-5. 100 

MILAN'S Pictures from Switzerland 60 

OWEN'S Works. 16 vols. 8vo 20 00 

PRATT ( Josiah) Memoirs of. 1 60 

SMITH'S (Jno. Pye) Scripture Testimony to Messiah. 6 00 

SELF-EXPLANATORY Bible, half calf, $4*60 mor 6 00 

8WETF8 Family Prayers GO 

THOLUCK*S Hours of Devotion 60 

VILLAGE Churchyard. 18mo 40 

Pastor. 18mo 40 

Observer. 18mo 80 

WILSON (ProtX The Forester, a Tale. 75 

WORDS to Win Souls. 12mo 75 

THE FIRESIDE SERIES. 
A Series of beautiful volumes of the Nanative kind, uniform in bind- 
ing, and prettily Illustrated. 18mo. Price 60 cents each. 
f ThefoUovdng art now ready : 

MABEL GRANT. A Highland Story. 
THE WOODCUTTER OF LEBANON. 
LOUIS AND FRANK. 
CLARA STANLEY. A Story for Girfa. 
THE CLAREMONT TALES. 
THE CONVENT. By Miss M'CrindelL 
FAR OFF. By the author of the " Peep of Day." 
NEAR HOME. By the same author. 
HAPPY HOME. By Dr. Hamilton. 
JAMIE GORDON; or, the Orphan. 
THE CHILDREN OF THE MANSE. By Mrs. Duncan. 
TALES OF THE SCOTTISH PEASANTRY. 
SCHOOL DAYS AND COMPANIONS. 
THE INDIAN TRIBES OF GUIANA. 
HOMDAY HOUSE. By Miss Sinclair. 
OLIVE LEAVES. By Mrs. Sigourney. 
BROTHER AND SISTER. 
POLLOK'S TALES OF THE COVENANTERS. 
THE RAINBOW IN THE NORTH. 
THE INFANTS PROGRESS. By Mrs. Sherwood. 
THE WORLD OF WATERS. 
BLOSSOMS OF CHILDHOOD. 
MAYDUNDAS. A Tale. 
ABBEOKUTA; or, Sunrise in the Tropics. 
THE FAMILY AT HEATHERDALE. 
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